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PREFACE^ 

I BEG to acknowledge, with many thanks, 
the kind permission of the following Pub- 
lishers for the use of their Publications : — 

Messrs. Longms^ and Co. for the extracts 
from the " Lyra Germanica," '* The Wife's 
Manual," " The Afternoon of Unmarried 
Life," and "The Romance of a Dull Life;" 
Messrs. Chapman and Hall for Mrs* Brown- 
ing's Poems ; Messrs. Sampson Low, Son, 
and Marston for " Our Little Ones in 
Heaven ; " Messrs. Strahan and Co. for 
"The Pathway of Prdmise," and "Able to 
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Save;" Messrs. Clarke and Co. for some of 
Longfellow's Poems ; Mr. Maclaren for " The 
Lyra Christiana." 

Also, to the following Authors, for kindly- 
allowing extracts to be made from their 
writings: — His Grace the Archbishop of 
Dublin, tiie Rev. Henry Alford, Dean of 
Canterbury Rev. Mr. Dale, Rev. J. Williams, 
Rev. E. W. Michell, Rev. P. B. Power, Rev. 
A. Oxenden, Rev. Dr. Cumming, Rev. H. 
Bonar, D.D., John Ruskin, Esq. Alfred Ten- 
nyson, Esq. Poet Laureate, Arthur Helps, 
Esq. Martin F. Tupper, Esq. Lady Chatter- 
ton, Mrs. Gordon (late Miss Brewster), Mrs. 
Vaughan, Miss Yonge, Miss Parr, Miss E. 
Walker. No selections have been made 
from any English, Irish, or Scotch Authors I 
without their permission having first been 
asked, whenever the Authorship was known ; 
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where it was not known this, of course, could 
not be done; and, in such cases, if Authors 
see extracts from their writings, I must beg 
to apologize, and to assure them their leave 
would have been asked had it. been possible 
to do so. 

A. R 
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Christmas^ I $64, 
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ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 
FROM MANY LANDS. 



I. — CONSOLATION. 

All are not taken ; there are left behind 
Living Beloveds, tender looks to bring, 
And make the daylight still a happy thing, 
And tender voices to make soft the wind. — 
But, if it were not so, — If I could find 
No love in all the world for comforting. 
Nor any path, but hollowly did ring, 
Where " dust to dust " the love from life dis- 
joined ; 
And if, before those sepulchres unmoving, 
I stood alone (as some forsaken lamb 
Goes bleating up the moors in weary dearth), 

' I 
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2 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

Crying, "Where are ye, oh my loved and 

loving ? " 
I know a voice would sound, ** Daughter, I 

AM; 

Can I suffice for Heaven, and not for Earth ? " 

E. B. Browning. 

II. 

lo, vo piangendo i miei passati tempi, 

I quai posi in amar cosa mortale 

Senza levarmi a volo avend' io T ale. 

Per dar, forse di me, non bassi esempi, 

Tu, che vedi i miei mali indegni ed empi 

R6 del Cielo invisibile, immortale, 

Soccorri all' alma disviata e frale 

E il mio difetto di tua grazia adempi, 

Sicche s* io vissi in guerra ed in tempesta 

Mora in pace e in porto ; e se la stanza 

Fu vana, almen sia la partita onesta, 

A quel poco di viver che ni' avanza — 

Ed al morir, degni esser tua man presta, 

Tu sai ben che in altrui non ho speranza. 

Petrarca. 
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FROM. MANY LANDS, 3 

III. — SUBMISSION. 

But the faint soul must bear up its own weight, 
And pitying love, and kind officiousness 
Cannot assuage, nor make the burden less, 
Probing the unbarbed spirit, that too late 
Its overstrained pinions doth abate, 
And from each gale, unstrung and motionless, 
Catcheth a tone of deeper loneliness, 
And desolation makes more desolate. 
Then darkly gleams the mighty mystery, 
That He that bore our sorrows, yea, that He 
Alone, the soul can bear, the spirit fill. 
Fleeing from the dark phantoms of unrest 
Into the arms of Mercy, calmly blest, 

" Do with me what Thou wilt, I will lie still." 

J. Williams. 
Thoughts in Past Years, 

IV. — "THE WITHERED FLOWER." 

The flowers o' the simmer time, 
A in brown-kaf shrouds are lying ; 
The nor' wind is swirling the driven snaw 

B 2 
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4 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

An' tossing the white flakes or e'er they fa', 
To hide where a' lay a dying : — 
But my Flower is withered, an' winna rebloom ! 

The birks in the erie glen 

Their leafless boughs a' wide are tossing ; 
The sough frae the upland forest seems 
As in wildfaem a thousand mountain streams 

Frae rock to den were crossing : — 
But my Flower is withered, an' winna rebloom. 

The spring maun return again. 
Opening the fresh buds o' ilka flower, 

Drappin' the gowans o'er strath an' lea ; 

Buskin' wi' blossom ilk buss an' tree. 
Blessing a' nature wi' walth o' dower : — 
But my Flower is withered, an' winna rebloom. 

Till ance this waefu' warld 

Its last flowers a* withered, its ways a' toom. 
An' nought for a lap for the lanesome dying, 
But the graves where death's latest plenish 
is lying, 
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Steerin' to wake at the trump o' doom : — 

Then my Flower, though withered, shall again 

rebloom ! 

Daniel. 

V. 

Look not mournfully into the Past, it comes 

not back again ; wisely improve the Present, 

it is thine; go forth to meet the shadowy 

Future without fear, and with a manly heart. 

Longfellow. 

VI. 

To be thought ill of, worse than we deserve, — 
To have hard speeches said, cold looks dis- 
played 
By those who should have cheered us, when 

we swerve. 
Is one of Heaven's best gifts, and may be 

made 
A treasure ere we know it — a lone field 
Which to hot hearts may bitter blessings yield. 
Either we learn from our past sins to shrink 
When their full guilt is kept before our eye. 
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6 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

And, thinking of ourselves as others think, 

We so are gainers in Humility : — 

Or the harsh judgments are a gloomy screen, 

Fencing our altered lives from praise and glare, 

As plants that grow in shades retain their 

green, 

While unmeet sternness kindly chills the air. 

Faber. 



VII. — THE LIFE SHORE. 

Alone by my fireside dreaming. 

Counting life's golden sands ; 
Counting the years on my fingers 

Since my youth and I shook hands — 
Since I stood weak and weary, 

On the shore of a troubled sea, 
And my youth and its hopes went drifting 

Down the ebb-tide dark and dree — 
Counting the years on my fingers 

And looking along the shore. 
Back to the spot where we parted, — 

Parted for evermore. 
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FROM MANY LANDS, 7 

Many a precious footprint 

Trace I upon the sands, 
Hence to the shadowed waters 

Where my youth and I shook hands. 
Wavering and slow at their outstart, 

Oft halting and turning back, 
Alone in the mournful journey. 

Are the first steps on the track ; 
Looking away through the sea-mists — 

Not at the stumbling feet, 
Are the tear-blind eyes of the wanderer 

When she and pale Sorrow meet. 
Her passion is mute in this presence. 

And low with her face on her hands, 
Keeps she a vigil of silence 

'Midst the wreck on the storm-beat sands ; 
Till comes through the moonless darkness 

Wraithlike, unheard, and slow, 
With trailing garments of mourning, 

Patience, with Heavenward brow. 
She rises up from her weeping 

And looks o'er the sea again ; 
But night is low on the waters 
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8 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

And her eyes may watch in vain. 
Onward by Patience guided, 

Onward along the shore, 
Leaving the wrecks unburied, 

Unburied for evermore. 
Peace comes in the morning twilight, 

Strength comes in the later day, 
And all these four together 

Press forward upon the way. 
Not without bitter struggle 

Passes the noontide heat ; 
Turned back, and check'd, and baffled, 

Oft are her wandering feet — 
Could she but sit, and rest her, 
. One hour by the whitening wave, 
And gather old dreams around her, 

Tis all that her heart would crave. 
But no ! she must work and suffer 

While the day is daylight still ; 
There is time for rest and idlesse 

In the grave beyond the hill. 
Quicksand, and ghastly breakers 

Are there on the forward track ; 
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" Go on," moans the tide, advancing, 

« No lingering, no looking back !" 
Swifter, and ever swifter 

Comes the roar of the mighty flood, 
And the waves of dark time sweep over 

The spot where once she stood. 
A wide, black waste of waters 

Strewn o'er with spar and mast, 
The wrecks that the currents carry- 
To the Present from the Past. 
Across that heaving whirlpool 

She may look, and look again. 
There is only mist and foaming, 

Thick cloud and driving rain. 
Dead Hopes, lost Love, lost Happiness 

Lie pale on the tempest sea, — 
Seed sown in youth for a harvest 

That shall never gathered be. 
Forward, and ever forward, 

Skirting the haggard rocks. 
Where no glimmer of golden sunshine 

The dull grey silence mocks. 
Footsore, and lagging often, 
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Weary both heart and brain — 
*' Courage, faint heart, and forward ! 

Such travail is not in vain." 
The heat of the day is over, 

Twilight enshrouds the sky ; 
Gone back are the sullen waters, 

Leaving the footprints dry. — 
Some faint, on the deep-ribbed sea-sand, 

In all their wandering maze, 
When she and her heart went blindly 

Through long, long aching days ; 
Some clear, as if cut in marble, 

Straight on the beaten sand, 
Steady and true to their purpose, 

Guided by Angel hand. — 
Sitting alone by my fireside, 

Alone this October night. 
Tracing a backward journey 

By memory's pale moonlight ; 
Looking through Life's long vista. 

To its hours of golden sands, 
And counting the years on my fingers 

Since my youth and I shook hands, 
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FROM MANY LANDS. 1 1 

Till bright in the far-off distance, 
Like sun in a pictured scene, 

As I round the hills of Autumn 
The sweet spring-times are seen. 



VIII. — ISAIAH XLII. 1 6. 

I KNOW not the way I am going, 
But well do I know my Guide ; 

With a child-like trust I give my hand 
To the mighty Friend by my side. 

The only thing that I say to Him 
As He takes it, is, " Hold it fast. 

Suffer me not to lose my way. 
And bring me home at last." 

As when some helpless wanderer. 

Alone in an unknown land, 
Tells the guide of his destined place of rest, 

And leaves all else in his hand : 
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12 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

Tis home, 'tis home, that we wish to reach ; 

He who guides us may choose the way ; 
Little we heed what path we take. 

If nearer home each day. 

From Spiritual Songs. 
IX. — WORK. 

It is of real importance to the circle around 
each, that they who are experiencing the un- 
defined sadness of departing youth, should 
learn to sing as in the days of their youth ; 
and that they whose affections have been 
torn or left lonely by the adverse circum- 
stances of Life, should be seen rejoicing, 
because they have fixed them upon the 

Home and affections above. 

Work. — By Miss Brewster. 

X. 

Would you be young again ? 

So would not I ! 
One tear to memory given. 

Onward Td hie ! 
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FROM MANY LANDS. 1 3 

Life's dark flood forded o'er, 
Almost at rest on shore, 
Say — would you plunge once more 
With Home so nigh ? 

If you might, would you now 

Retrace your way ? 
Wander through stormy wilds. 

Faint and astray ? 
Night's gloomy watches fled, 
Morning all beaming red, 
Hope's smiles around us shed, 

Heavenward away ! 

Where are those lovfed ones, 

Our joy and delight ? 
Dear, and more dear, though now 

Hidden from sight ! 
Where they rejoice to be. 
There is the Land for me ! 
Fly time ! Fly speedily ! 

Come Light and Life ! 

Lady Nairn. 
Lyra Christiana. 
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14 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

XI, — "JESUS OF NAZARETH PASSETH BY." 

Watcher who wakest by the bed of pain, 
While the stars sweep on with their midnight 

train, 
Stifling the tear for thy loved one's sake, 
Holding thy breath lest her sleep should break, 
In thy loneliest hour, there's a Helper nigh — 

Jesus of Nazareth passeth by ! 

Stranger ! afar from thy native land. 
Whom no one takes with a brother's hand. 
Table and hearth-stone are glowing free. 
Casements are sparkling, but not for thee ; 
There is One that can tell of a Home on high — 

Jesus of Nazareth passeth by! 

Sad one, in secret bending low, 
A dart in thy breast the world may not know, 
Wrestling the favour of God to win, 
His seal of pardon for days of sin. 
Press on, press on with thy prayerful cry — 

Jesus of Nazareth passeth by ! 
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Mourner, who sittest in the churchyard lone, 
Scanning the lines on that marble stone. 
Plucking the weeds from thy children's bed, 
Planting the myrtle and rose instead ; 
Look up from the tomb, with thy tearful eye, — 

Jesus of Nazareth passeth by ! 

Fading one, with the hectic streak 
In thy veins of fire, and thy wasted cheek, 
Fear'st thou the shade of the darkened vale ? 
Look to the Guide who can never fail ! 
He hath trod it Himself! He will hear thy 
sigh! 

Jesus of Nazareth passeth by I 



XII. 

LORSQUE sur cette terre on se sent delaiss^e 
Qu'on n*est d*aucun mortel la premiere pens^e, 
Uon se d^sint6ress6 enfin de soi m^me, 
L'on cesse de s'aimer, si personne ne nous 
aime. 

Madame de Stael. 
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XIII. 

My own, my gentle mother, 

Oh ! why art thou not here ? 
To soothe me but with one sweet word, 

To kiss away this tear ? 
Indeed, I strive my heart to calm. 

If only for thy sake ; 
But, oh ! it is so desolate ! 

I think this heart must break ! 

I gaze upon the dancing waves, 

I gaze upon the sky, 
I watch the long, long lessening shore, 

That from me seems to fly ! 
But homeward, homeward rush my thoughts ! 

Yet where is home to me ? 
Alone, in all this wide, wide world. 

Oh ! whom have I but thee ? 

Again I seem my weary head 

In thy dear lap to lay. 
Again I hear thy last sweet song. 

So sadly die away ; 
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Again I hear them come in haste 
To rouse me from my dreams ; 

Can it have been but yesterday ? 
Oh ! what a time it seems ! 

And now, upon this busy deck, 
What busy crowds pass by ! 

Yet not one friendly voice I hear, 
Or meet one loving eye. 

I know that there is One above 
Who will my safeguard be ; 

But, oh ! in all this wide, wide world, 

Oh ! who is left to me ? 

W. H. Bellamy. 

XIV. — PRAY. 

Pray, pray thou who also weepest, 

And the drops will slacken so ; 
Weep, weep, and the watch thou keepest, 

With a quicker count will go. 
Think — the shadow on the dial, 

For the nature most undone, 
Marks the passing of the trial, — 

Proves the presence of the sun. 

C 
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Look, look up in starry passion, 

To the Throne above the spheres ! 
Learn the spirit's gravitation 

Stillmust differ from the tears ! 
Hope with all the strength thou usest 

In embracing thy despair ; 
Love — ^the earthly love thou losest 

Shall return to thee more fair. 
Work — make clear the forest tangles, 

In the wildest stranger land ; 
Trust — ^the blessW deathly angels 

Whisper Sabbath hours at hand ! 

Smile — ^behold in sudden glory 

The Transfigured smiles on thee ! 

E. B. Browning. 



XV. 
THE TRAVELLERS THROUGH THE WORLD. 

I SAT and mused, — it was a day 

In Autumn — leaves were rustling there. 
And quivering in pale decay 
Upon the frosty air. 



.© 



' — ® 

FROM MANY LANDS. 19 

I thoujght of Love, of Faith, of Hope, 

Of all the mysteries so rife. 
And — strangest thing 'neath Heaven's wide 
scope — 
The mystery of Life ! 

And in that musing hour there passed, 

Even as a slowly-rolling cloud, 
A solemn vision, wide and vast. 

Changeful the scenes it showed. 

And first there was a wide-spread plain, 

The morning sun was rising high. 
And clouds that bore the early rain 
Were floating from the sky. 

And on the glittering earth thus soon. 

Two seeming friends together stood, — 
One a grey Pilgrim was, and one 
A Hunter of the wood. 

The first was old, and yet unbowed, — 
Shrivelled, yet strong in every limb ; 
And the cloak that did his form enshroud 
Looked like a part of him. 

C 2 
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And steadily he journeyed on, 

And silently he crossed the plain ; 
However bright the blossoms shone 
He ne'er looked back again. 

Up hill, down hill, 'twas all the same. 

He never varied in his pace, 
Nor, when to fairest spots he came. 
Looked for a resting-place. 

The other was in Hunter's guise, 

And held his bow for ever bent, 
And turned on every side his eyes 
Keenly as on he went. 

And seemed to scorn the old man's slow 
And measured step, and often sprung 
Before him, with that bended bow. 
And fateful arrows flung. 

The young fawn playing in the wood, 

The little bird upon the spray. 
The eagle in his solitude, 
Alike became his prey. 
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I saw, where'er the Old Man trod, 

The grass grow paler *neath his feet, 
And the dewy blossoms on the sod 
Bowed down his step to greet. 

But the Hunter, as in wantonness, 

Would seize the flowers in fullest bloom, 
And fling them down, and onwards press. 
New treasures to consume. 

The pair passed on through many lands. 

Each with his own peculiar power. 
And something 'neath their vengeful hands 
Was changed in every hour. 

The cruel Hunter struck the child. 

Even at his mother's heaving breast ; 
And laid the maiden, young and mild, 
Down in her lasting rest. 

But the Old Man only laid his hand 

Upon the rocks, the trees, the stone. 
And at that voiceless, still command. 
They crumbled, and were gone. 
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He touched the fair and stately hall, 

And ivy did its sides emboss ; 
He touched the stone by the waterfall, 
And o'er it crept the moss ; 

And he touched the man, and his hair grew grey ; 

And then the Hunter reined his speed, 
And for the Pilgrim's step would stay 
To share the fatal deed. 

The Hunter struck a poet down, 

Who sung with all youth's early fire ; , 
The Pilgrim only touched his crown. 
And his impassioned lyre. 

The first with Fame's own light had shone, 

The last had Love on every string ; ' 
But lo ! the laurel wreath was gone ! 
And the chords were mouldering ! 

I wept to see that pilgrim pair, 

I saddened as I watched their course. 
Carrying such sorrow everywhere, 
With such resistless force. 
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But there was one most lovely form 

They touched in vain ; however rough 
Might be the stroke, she braved the storm, 
Though oft her veil fell off. 

Though oft her garment might be changed. 
Still was her eye undimmed and bright ; 
Still round and round the world it ranged. 
With an undying light. 

And I rejoiced that maid to see — 

To think that one could still abide 
Unharmed amidst the misery 
That fell on all beside. 

Still stood she there, in changeless prime, 

And on her brow was written — Faith ; 

They called the fatal Pilgrim — Time ; 

The Hunter's name was — Death. 

M. A. Browne. 

XVI. — TIME. 

Among the fathomless things about us, and 
within us, is the continuity of Time.. This 
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gives to Life one of its most solemn aspects. 
We may think to ourselves, "Would that 
there could be some halting-place in Life, 
where we could stay collecting our minds, 
and see the world drift by us!" But no. — 
Even while you read this, you are not paus- 
ing to read it. As one of the great French 
preachers, 1 think, says, "We are embarked 
upon a stream, each in his own little boat, 
which must move uniformly onwards, till it 
ceases to move at all. It is a stream that 
knows no haste, no rest — a boat that knows 

no haven but one." 

Friends in Council. 



XVII. 

Alta h la notte, non han gli astri velo ; 

Ogni animal da tutte cure ha posa ; 
Giace senz' onda il mar ; non trema stelo ; 

Han pace terra e ciel . . . dorme ogni cosa. 
Tu a bruno, ha crin disciolto, e lacrimosa, 

Tu vegli, orbata Madre, e guardi al cielo. 
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Chisynando in rotta voce lamentosa 

Un figHo spento com' h un fior dal gelo. 

Donna, la stella in che '1 tuo ciglio h fiso 
Pel mistico fulgor che f have absorta, 

E il tuo fanciul, ch' h stella in Paradiso ! 
Donna, Tahgelic' aura che respiri 

E il tuo fanciul, che al labbro tuo T apporta 

E un sospir ch' ei risponde ai tuoi sospiri ! 

Carlo Pepoli. 



XVIII. — THE THREE VOICES. 

What saith the Past to thee ? — ^Weep I 

Truth is departed ; 
Beauty hath 4ied like the dream of a sleep, 

Love is faint-hearted. 
Trifles of sense, the profoundly unreal, 
Scare from our spirits God's holy ideal — 
So, as a funeral knell, slowly and deep. 
So tolls the Past to thee — Weep ! 

How speaks the Present hour } — Act ! 
Walk, upward glancing ; 
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So shall thy footsteps in glory be tracked, 

Slow, but advancing. 
Scorn not the smallness of daily endeavour, 
Let the great meaning ennoble it ever, 
Droop not o'er efforts expended in vain ; 
Work, as believing that Labour is gain. 

What doth the Future say ? — Hope ! 

Turn thy face sunward. 
Look where the light fringes the far-rising 
slope, 

Day Cometh onward. 
Watch ! though so long be twilight delaying. 
Let the first sunbeam arise on thee praying ; 
Fear not, for greater is God by ^thy side, 
Than armies of Satan against thee allied ! 

From The Chdtenham Chronicle, 



XIX. 

Unchanged within, to see all changed with- 
out. 
Is a sad lot, and hard to bear, no doubt ; 
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Yet why at others* wanings shouldst thou fret ? 
Then only might'st thou feel a just regret, 
Hadst thou withheld thy love, or hid thy light, 
In selfish forethought of neglect or slight. 
Oh ! wiselier then from feebler yearnings freed 
While, and on whom thou mayst shine on, 

nor heed 
Whether the object, by reflected light, 
Return thy radiance, or absorb it quite. 
And though thou watchest from thy safe recess 
Old friends turn dim, like lamps in noisome 

air, 
Love them for what they are — nor love them 

less. 

Because to thee they are not what they were. 

Coleridge. 



XX, 

Oh ! ask not, hope thou not too much 

Of Sympathy below ; 
Few are the hearts whence one same touch 

Bids the sweet fountain flow : 
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Few — and by still conflicting powers 
Forbidden here to meet ; — 

Such ties would make this life of ours 
Too fair for aught so fleet. 



It may be that thy brother's eye 

Sees not as thine, which turns 
In such deep reverence to the sky, 

Where the rich sunset burns. 
It may be that the breath of Spring, 

Bom amidst violets lone, 
A rapture o'er thy soul can bring, 

A dream, to his unknown. 

The tune that speaks of other times — 

A sorrowful delight ! — 
The melody of distant chimes, 

The sound of waves by night ; 
The wind that, with so many a tone. 

Some chord within can thrill, — 
These may have language all thine own, 

To him a mystery still. 
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• 

Yet scorn not thou, for this, the true, 

The stedfast love of years, 
The kindly, that from childhood grew. 

The faithful to thy tears. 
If there be one that, o'er the dead, 

Hath in thy grief borne part, 
And watched through sickness by thy bed, — 

Call his a kindred heart ! 

But for those bonds, all perfect made, 

Wherein bright spirits blend 
Like sister-flowers of one sweet shade 

With the same breeze that bend ; — 
For that full bliss of thought allied, 

Never to mortal given — 

Oh ! lay thy lovely dreams aside. 

Or lift them unto Heaven ! 

Mrs. Hemans. 

XXI. 

The common and popular notion is, that 
Death is the end of Man, as far as this 
world is concerned ; that the grave, which 
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covers the bulk of man's form, covers and 
keeps within its chambers all man's influence, 
and that the instant he has ceased to breathe, 
that instant the man has ceased to act. It is 
not so — it is a popular mistake. We die, but 
leave an influence behind us that survives ; 
the echoes of our words are still repeated 
and reflected along the ages. A man has 
two immortalities : one he leaves behind him, 
and it walks the earth and still represents 
him: another he carries with him to that 
lofty sphere, the presence and glory of God. 
Every man is a missionary, now and for ever, 
for good or evil, whether he intends it or not. 
He may be a blot, radiating his dark influence 
outward, to the very circumference of society ; 
or he may be a blessing, spreading benedic- 
tions over the length and breadth of the 
world; but a blank he cannot be. Being 
dead, as alive, every man speaks: — 

" Tongues of the dead, not lost— 
But speaking still from Nature's frost, 
Like fiery tongues at Pentecost." 

Gumming. 
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XXII. — THE MERCY-SEAT. 

From every stormy wind that blows, 
From every swelling tide of woes, • 
There is a calm and sure retreat, — 
'Tis found beneath the Mercy-Seat. 

There is a place, where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads ; 
A place than all besides more sweet, — 
It is the blood-bought Mercy-Seat 

There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend ; 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet. 
Around one common Mercy-Seat. 

Ah ! whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed } 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering saints no Mercy-Seat } 
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There, there on eagle-wing we soar, 
And sin and sense are all no more, 
And Heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
And glory crowns the Mercy-Seat. 

Oh ! let my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold, and still. 
This bounding heart forget to beat. 
If I forget the Mercy-Seat. 



XXIII. — PRAYER. 

Lord, what a change within us one short 

hour 
Spent in Thy presence will prevail to make, 
What heavy burdens from our bosoms take, 
What parched ground refresh, as with a shower; 
We kneel, and all around us seems to lower ; 
We rise, and all — the distant and the near — 
Stands forth in sunny outline brave and clear ; 
We kneel, how weak! — we rise, how full of 

power ! 
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Why, therefore, should we do ourselves this 

wrong, 
Or others — that we are not always strong ; 
That we are ever overborne with care, 
That we should ever weak or heartless be, 
Anxious or troubled, when with us is prayer, 
And Joy, and Strength, and Courage is with 

Thee ? 

R. C. Trench. 
Archbishop of Dublin, 
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XXIV. — TRUTH. 

Truth needs the wisdom of the serpent as 
well as the simplicity of the dove. He has 
gone but a little way in this matter who 
supposes that it is an easy thing for a man 
to speak the truth, "the thing which he 
troweth;" and that it is a casual function, 
which may be fulfilled at once, after any 
lapse of exercise. But, in the first place, 
the man who would speak, the truth must 
know what he troweth. To do that, he 
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must have an uncorrupted judgment. By 
this IS not meant a perfect judgment, or 
even a wise one, but one which, however 
it may be biassed, is not bought — is still a 
judgment. But some people's judgments are 
so entirely gained over by vanity, selfishness, 
passion, or inflated prejudices and fancies 
long indulged in; or they have the habit of 
looking at everything so carelessly, that they 
see nothing truly. They cannot interpret the 
world of reality. And this is the saddest form 
of lying, " the lie that sinketh in," as Bacon 
says, which becomes part of the character, 
and goes on eating the rest away. . . . All 
men have a deep interest that each man 
should tell himself the truth. Not only will 
he become a better man, but he will under- 
stand them better. If men knew themselves 
they could not be intolerant to others. 

It is scarcely necessary to say much about 
the advantage of a man knowing himself for 
himself. To get at the truth of any history 
is good ; but z, man's own history — ^when he 
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reads that truly, and, without a mean and 

over-solicitous introspection, knows what he 

is about, and w^hat he has been about, it is 

a Bible to him. "And David said unto 

Nathan, I have sinned before the Lord.? 

David knew the truth about himself. 

Friends in Council. 



XXV.— LA BIBLE, 

Le caract^re qui m'a toujours le plus frapp^ 
dans le style de la Bible, sinon comme le plus 
saillant, du moins comme le plus constant, 
c'est la simplicity. Je ne parle pas de celle 
des r^cits: tout le monde convient qu'on ne 
trouverait nuUe part plus de naYvet^ plus de 
grdce ; sous ce rapport, I'dloge s'applique k 
la Bible entifere. 

Mais voyez, en particulier, les enseignements 
de J&us-Christ. Toutes ces iddes que tant 
d*habiles penseurs, quand par hasard ils en 
remontraient une, ne savaient exprimer qu*en 
termes savants^ en phrases plus ou moins 
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ambitieuses, rEvangile les ^nonce avec une 
aisance, un natural, une candeur qu'on ne 
saurait trop admirer. 

Mais ce qu'il y a de plus admirable dans la 
simplicity des Ecritures, c'est de voir comme 
elle s'allie aux plus sublimes mouvements, 
aux plus vastes images. Voil4 encore, par 
consequent, ^ quoi vous reconnaitrez Thomme 
qui aura su s'en inspirer, il sera grand sans 
intention, vigoureux sans effort; il remuera 
rimagination sans fatiguer Tintelligence, 
L'auditeur sera ^tonnd de se voir si haut, et 
d'avoir eu si peu de peine 4 monter. J'ai 
vu beaucoup de gens faire peu de cas de la 
Bible parce qu'ils ne la connaissaient pas, 
mais je n'en ai pas vu qui la m^prisassent 
apr^s Tavoir lue, et je sais plus d'un incr6- 
dule qui, en la feuilletant pour Tattaquer ou 
pour en rire, s'est surpris la t^te pench^e, 
Toeil humide, sur ces pages qu'il avait voulu 
d^chirer. Prenez done, Ministres de la Parole, 
prenez 4 pleines mains : c'est un tr^sor ouvert 
a tous; c'est le seul liyre avec lequel on ne 
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risque jamais d'etre accus6 de plagiat. Prenez ! 

Ces id^es qui ont d6]k appartenues k tant de 

millions d'intelligences, elles seront k vous 

comme si vous dtiez le premier k les y voir ; 

ces images, mille et mille fois admirdes, elles 

peuvent Tfetre encore sous votre plume et 

dans votre bouche ; elle le seront tant qu'il 

y aura au monde des restes d'un gout pur 

et noble. 

Felix Bungener. 



XXVI, 

A REAL great misfortune that happens to us, 
in common with all our fellow-creatures, occurs 
but seldom. How much oftener do the con- 
sequences of our own errors and vices return 
upon us to darken and freeze our lives ? In 
the same manner the earth is seldom darkened 
by an eclipse of the sun, yet how much more 
gloomily is it overshadowed by its own 
clouds ! 

J, P. F. RiCHTER. 
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XXVII. 

There is a land where beauty cannot fade. 

Nor sorrow dim the eye ; 
Where true love shall not droop or be dismayed. 

And none shall ever die. 
Where is that Land ? oh ! where ? 
For i would hasten there- 
Tell me — I fain would go — 
For I am wearied with a heavy woe. 
The beautiful have left me all alone, 
The true, the tender, from my paths are gone ! 
Oh ! guide me with thy hand. 
If thou dost know that land. 
For I am burthened with oppressive care. 
And I am weak, and fearful with despair ! 
Where is it ? tell me where ? 
Thou that art kind and gentle, tell me where ? 

Friend, thou must trust in Him who trod before 

The desolate paths of life : 
Must bear with meekness, as He meekly bore. 

Sorrow, and pain, and strife ! 
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Think how the Son of God 
Those thorny paths hath trod ; 
Think how He longed to go, 
Yet tarried out for thee the appointed woe ; 
Think of His weariness in places dim, 
Where no man comforted or cared for Him ; 
Think of the blood-like sweat, 
With which His brow was wet ; 
Yet how He prayed, unaided and alone. 
In that great agony — "Thy will be done." — 
Friend, do thou not despair, 
Christ from His heaven of heavens will hear 
thy prayer ! 

M. HOWITT. 
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XXVIII. 

While over life's wide, darkling plain. 

Unheeding, as we roam. 
Through many a path of joy and pain, 

God leads His children home. 
And though sometimes in prospect viewed> 
The winding way seems dark and rude ; 
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Ah ! who the backward scene hath scanned, 
But blessed his Father's guiding hand ? 



BOWDLER. 



XXIX. 

When death is coming near, 
And thy heart shrinks in fear, 

And thy limbs fail ; 
Then raise thy hands and pray. 
To Him who smooths the way 

Through the dark vale. 

Seest thou the eastern dawn ? 
Hearest thou in the red morn 

The angels' song } 
Oh ! lift thy drooping head. 
Thou who in gloom and dread 

Hast lain so long. 

Death comes to set thee free. 
Oh ! meet him cheerily, 
As thy true friend. 
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And all thy fears shall cease, 
And in eternal peace 
Thy penance end. 

SiNTRAM. 

XXX. — HE DOETH ALL THINGS WELL. 

I REMEMBER how I loved her, 

When a little guileless child, 
I saw her in her cradle 

As she looked on me and smiled ; 
My cup of happiness complete, 

My joy no words can tell, 
And I blessed the glorious Giver 

" Who doeth all things well." 

Months passed, that bud of promise 

Was unfolding every hour, 
I thought that earth had never smiled 

Upon so fair a flower. 
So beautiful ! it well might grace 

The bowers where angels dwell, 
And waft its fragrance to His throne 

" Who doeth all things well." 
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Years fled, that little sister 

Was as dear as life to me, 
And shed in my unconscious heart 

A wild idolatry. — 
I worshipped at an earthly shrine, 

Lured by some magic spell, 
Forgetful of .the praise of Him 

"Who doeth all things well ! " 

She was the lovely star, whose light 

Around my pathway shone, 
Amid this darksome vale of tears. 

Through which I journeyed on. — 
Its radiance had obscured the light 

Which round His throne should dwell, 
And I wandered far away from Him 

" Who doeth all things well." 

That star went down in beauty ; 

Yet it shineth sweetly now 
In the bright and dazzling. diadem. 

That decks the Saviour's brow. 
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She bowed to the Destroyer, 

Whose shafts none may repel, 
But we know — for God hath taught us 

" He doeth all things well 1" 

I remember well my sorrow. 

As I stood beside her bed. 
And my deep and heartfelt anguish 

When they told me she was dead. 
And oh ! that cup of bitterness ! — 

Let not my heart rebel, 
God gave — He took — He will restore— 

" He doeth all things well." 



XXXI. — ^JERUSALEM. 
St Luke xix. 41 ; St. Matt, xxiii. 37. 

TjS evening ! over Salem's towers 
A golden lustre gleams, 

And lovingly, and lingeringly 
The Sun prolongs his beams. 

He looks as on some work undone 
For which the time hath passed. 
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So tender is his glance and mild, 

It seems to be his last. 
But a brighter Sun is looking on, 

More earnest is His eye, 
For thunder-clouds will veil Him soon 

And darken all the sky. 
O'er Sion still He bends, as loath 

His presence to remove, 
And o*er her walls there lingers yet 

The sunshine of His love. 

*Tis Jesus ; with an anguished heart 

A parting glance He throws. 
For mercy's day she has sinned away 

For a night of dreadful woes ; 
" Would that thou hadst known," He said, 

While down rolled many a tear, 
" My words of peace, in this thy day. 

But now thine end is near 1 
Alas 1 for thee, Jerusalem ! 

How cold thy heart to me, 
How often in these arms of love 

Would I have gathered thee ! 
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, My sheltering wing had been thy shield, 

My love thy happy lot, 
I would it had been thus with thee, 
/ would— but ye would hot ! " 

He wept alone, and men passed on. 

The men whose sins He bore, 
They saw the Man of Sorrows weep, — - 

They had seen Him before. 
They asked not who those tears were for. 

They asked not whence they flowed. 
Those tears were for rebellious man. 

Their source the heart of God. 
They fell upon the desert earth, 

Like drops from Heaven on high. 
Struck from an ocean tide of love. 

That fills eternity. 
With love and tenderness divine. 

Those crystal cells overflow, 
'Tis God that weeps through human eyes. 

For human guilt and woe. 

That hour has fled, those tears are told, 
The agony has passed, 
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The Lord has wept, the Lord has bled, 

But He has ixot loved His last. 
His eye is downward bent, 

Still ranging to and fro. 
Where'er in this wide wilderness 

There roams the child of woe, 
Nor His alone, the Three in One, 

Who looked through Jesus' eye. 
Would still the harps of angel bands, 

To hear the suppliant's, cry ; 
But when the rebel chooses wrath, 

God mourns his hapless lot. 

Deep breathing from 'His heart of love 

" I would — ^but ye would not.*' 

J. K. 

From Sacred Songs, 






XXXII. 

•* Until the day dawn, and the day-star arise." — a St 

Peter i. lo. 

Till the day dawn, 
And the day-star arisei 
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Father, O keep Thy Son, 

Thy feeble, faithless one ! 

Oh ! guide Him through the waste, 

Till the long gloom be past ; 

It is a night of fear, 

The path is rough and drear ; 

Clouds frown, blasts rush along, 

The tempest gathers strong ; 

Strange perils compass me. 

Of flood, fire, rock, and sea ; — 

And I, in loneliness, 

Would fain still onward press, 

Oh! felt and known, but yet unseen, be 
nigh, 

Oh ! loved and longed for, hear each hidden 
sigh, 

Leave me not struggling thus, to sink, to die ! 



Till the day dawn, 
And the day-star arise, 
Oh ! Saviour, let Thy love 
JDown-dropping from above, 



Or 
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This withered soul renew 

With Thy flower-freshening dew ! 

Oh ! never-changing friend, 

My failing steps attend ; 

Hold Thou me up, and so 

I shall pass safely through ; 

Still keep me at Thy side ; 

Thou who for me hast died ; 

Oh ! light me on my way. 

My Joy, my Strength, my Stay ! 
Oh ! clasp me closer to Thy pierced side. 
Thou who for me the death of deaths hast 

die4. 
Let not this staggering faith be too, too sorely 
tried! 



Till the day dawn. 
And the day-star arise. 
Spirit of gentle love, 
Thou tempest-calming Dove, 
Come, and within me dwell. 
Come, and all gloom dispel. 
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Most blessed Comforter, 

My weaiy footsteps cheer ; 

Oh ! Light and Lamp divine 

Upon my midnight shine ; 

Better than star or moon, 

Brighter than day's bright noon, 

Oh ! let Thy joyous ray 

Turn all my night to day. 
When Thou art absent, even my joy is sad. 
When Thou art with me, even my grief is 

glad ; •» 

Let not Thy silence now sorrow to sorrow 

atdd. 

BONAR. 



XXXIII. — ^THE RAISING OF LAZARUS. 

Tis still thine hour, oh Death I 
Thine, Lord of Hades, is the kingdom still ; 
Yet twice thy sword unstained hath sought 
its sheath. 
Though twice upraised to kill ; 
And once again the tomb 
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Shall yield its captive prey ; 
A mightier arm shall pierce the pathless 
gloom 
And rend the prize away : 
Nor comes thy Conqueror armed with spear 
or sword, 
He hath no arms but prayer — ^no weapon but 
His word. 



*Tis noV the fourth sad morn, 
Since Lazarus, the pious and the just, 
To his last home by sorrowing kinsmen 
borne. 
Hath parted dust to dust 
The grave worm revels now 
Upon his mouldering clay : 
And He, before whose car the mountains 
bow, 
The rivers roll away. 
In conscious awe — He only can revive 
Corruption's withering prey, and call the dead 
to live ! 
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Yet still the sisters keep 
Their sad and silent vigil at the grave, 
Watching for Jesus — *' Comes He not to 
weep ? 
He did not come to save ! " 
But now one straining eye 
The advancing form hath traced ; 
And soon in wild, restless agony 
Have Martha's arms embraced 
The Saviour's feet — Oh ! Lord, hadst thou 
been nigh. 
But speak the word e'en now, it shall be 
heard on high. 



They led Him to the cave, 
The rocky bed where now in darkness 

slept 
Their brother^ and His friend : then at the 
grave 
They paused — for "Jesus wept." 
Oh ! Love sublime and deep ! 
Oh ! Han4 and Heart diyine ! 

£ 2 
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He comes to rescue, Aough He deigns to 
weep; 
The Captive is not thine, 
Oh Death! thy bands are burst asunder now; 
There stands 1>eside the grave a mightier far 
than thou ! 



" Come forth," He cries, " thou dead ! " 
Oh! God, what means that strange and 

sudden sound 
That murmurs from the tomb — ^that ghastly 
head 
With funeral fillets bound ? 
It is a Living Form ! 
The loved, the lost, the won ; 
Won from the grave, corruption, and tlie 
worm, 
" And is- not this the Son 
Of God," they whispered, while the sisters 
poured 
Their gratitude in tears, for they had known 
the Lord. 
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But now the Son of God, 

For such He was, in truth, approached the 

hour 

- For which alone the path of thorns He trod ; 

In which to thee the power, 

- Oh Death, should be restored — 

And yet restored in vain — 

. For though the blood of ransom must \>t 

poured, 

The spotless Victim slain ; 

He shall but yield to conquer, fall to rise, 

And make the cold dark grave a portal to 

the skies. 

Dauu 



XXXIV. 

'* The lad cannot leave his fathers for if he should leftve his 
father, his father would die." — Geneds xliv. 22^ 

Yet he did leave him ; Oh ! we little know 
What may be mingled in our cup of woe I 
The very grief we said We cduld not bear, 
That grief may be our heaven-allotted share : 
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What we have suffered we look back and tell. 
But cannot count the waves that yet may swell: 
The fiery pillar which the Hebrews knew, 
Still on their present path its radiance threw. 
Oh ! look not forward for to-morrow's woes ! 
This very day beneath God's wing repose ! 
There's not a grief but we may learn to bear. 
If Israel's Shepherd makes our souls His care. 
Said I, " We bear it ? " No, there is a spell 
By which we bear it not ; for who shall tell 
The bliss of casting every care aside ? 
He bears it for us, He the crucified. 
And One that bore the Cross can bid us know 
That there is ease in torture — joy in woe ! 

Primogenita, from Sacred Songs, 
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XXXV.^HEAVEN. 

There are no evening shades, no setting 

Sun; 
There is no fall of the autumnal leaf. 
No age o'ertaking life but just begun, 
No gloom, and no decay, no parting grief, 
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For joy below is nought but pain's relief; 
Words that would speak it do but syllable 
How poor it is, how shadowy and brief* 
Oh ! blessed place beside that living well, 
Thou only kriowest not that sad, sweet word. 
Farewell ! 



Tell of the evening shades, cloud-visioned 

land, 
Wherein the good meet in the heavenly fold, 
And drink of endless joy at God's right 

hand; 
There king and subjects meet, and youngj 

and old, 
Pure virgins, matrons chaste, and martyrs 

bold, 
Prophets, appstles, patriarchs great and good, 
Many, yet one in union manifold, 
AlLwho victorious in life's conflict stood. 
And there that Holy One, who shed for me 

His blood ! 

J. Williams. 
JTie Baptistery, 



1 



(gr 



t 






\ 



S6 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

« 

XXXVI, 

'* Turn not to the right hand or to the left: remove thy foot 

from evil." 

Watch your way, then, as a cautious traveller, 

and don't be gazing at the mountain or river 

in the distance, and saying, " How shall I ever 

get over them ? " but keep to the present little 

inch that is before you, and accomplish that 

in the little moment that belongs to it. The 

mountain and the river can only be passed in 

the same way, and, when you come to them, 

you will come to the light and strength that 

belong to them. 

Reminiscences of Thought and Feeling. 



XXXVII.— TRUST. 

Better trust all, and be deceived. 

And mourn that trust and that deceiving. 

Than doubt one heart, which, if believed, 

Would bless a life with such believing. 

First Lieutenant's Story. 
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XXXVIIL 

There's not a heath, however rude, 

But hath some little flower 
To brighten up its solitude, 

And cheer the evening hour. 

There's not a heart, howe'er opprest, 

Or cast by sorrow down. 
But hath remembrance of the past 

To woo and call its own. 



XXXIX. — ^THE CRUSE THAT FAILETH NOT. 
" It is more blessed to give than to receive." 

Is thy cruse of comfort wasting? rise, and 

share it with another, 
And through all the years of famine, it shall 

serve thee and thy brother : 
Love divine will fill thy storehouse, or thy 

handful still rienew ; 
Scanty, fare for one will often make a TOyal 

feast for two. 
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For the heart grows rich in giving, all its 

wealth is living grain ; 
Seeds which mildew in the gamer, scattered, 

fill with gold the plain. 
Is thy burden hard and heavy ? Do thy steps 

drag wearily ? 
Help to bear thy brother's burden, God will 

bear both it and thee. 

Numb and weary on the mountain, wouldst 
thou sleep amidst the snow t 

Chafe that frozen form beside thee, and to- 
gether both shall glow. 

Art thou stricken in life's battle? Many 
wounded round thee moan ; 

Lavish on their wounds thy balsams, and that 
balm shall heal thine own. 



Is thy heart a well left empty .^ None but 
God its void can fill, 

Nothing but a ceaseless fountain can a cease- 
less longing stilL 
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Is the heart a" living power? Self-entwined 

its strength sinks low, 

It will only live in loving, and by serving, love 

will grow. 

Golden Grain. 



XL. — NOT NOW. 

Not noWy my child, a little more rough tossing, 
A little longer on the billows' foam, 

A few more journey ings in the desert darkness. 
And then the sunshine of thy Father's home. 

Not noiVf for I have wanderers in the distance. 

And Thou must call them in with patient 

love ; 

Not noWy for I have sheep upon the mountains. 

And Thou must follow them where'er they 

rove. 

Not now, for I have loved ones sad and weary ; 
Wilt Thou not cheer them with a kindly 
smile ? 



«&• 



6o ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

Sick ones, who need Thee in their lonely 
sorrow; 
Wilt Thou not tend them yet a little 
while ? 

Not now, for wounded hearts are sorely 
bleeding, 
And Thou must teach those widowed hearts 
to sing ; 
Not now, for orphans' tears are thickly falling ; 
They must be gathered 'neath some shelter- 
ing wing. 

Not now, for many a hungry one is pining ; 

Thy willing hand must be outstretched and 
free; 
Thy Father hears the mighty cry of anguish, 

And gives His answering messages to Thee. 

Not now, for dungeon-walls look stem and 
gloomy, 
And prisoners' sighs sound strangely on the 
breeze— 
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Maris prisoners, but Thy Saviour's noble free- 
men; 
Hast Thou no ministry of love for these ? 

Not now, for hell's eternal gulf is yawning, 
And souls are perishing in hopeless sin ; 

Jerusalem's bright gates are standing open. 
Go to the banished ones, and fetch them in ! 

Go with the name of Jesus to the dying, 

And speak that Name in all its living power ; 
Why should thy fainting heart grow chill and 
weary? 
Canst Thou not watch with me one little 
hour ? 

One little hour ! and then the glorious crown- 
ing— 
The golden harp-strings and the Victor's 
palm, — 
One little hour ! — ^and then the Hallelujah ! 
Eternity's long, deep, Thanksgiving Psalm ! 

CP. 
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XLI. 

Not every bud that grows 
Shall bloom into a flower, 

Not every hope that grows 
Shall have its prospering hour ; 

A blight the bud may sever, 

The hope be quenched for ever. 

' In every joy there lurks 

An impulse of decay, 
With silent speed it works 

While all around is g^ay ; 
Ere yet we dream of ruin 
The breach is past renewing. 

Yet like the bending bough, 

From some dead weight released, 

The spirits bound, we know not how, 
When woe's first press has ceased ; 

But this may ne'e;* be spoken 

Qf heart or bough that's broken. 
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There is a pulse in man 

That will not throb to grief) 
Let woe do all it can, 

That pulse will bring relief; 
We feel, though self-accusing. 
That pulse its balm diffusing. 

Since human hopes are vain, 

And joy remaineth not, 
Tis well that human pain 

When dealt is thus forgot : 
The smile shall leave no traces, 
The tear itself effaces. 

Scattered Leaves of Poesy. 



XLII. 

Not as all other women are 
Is she that to my soul is dear, 
Her glorious fancies come from far, 
Beneath the silver evening-star. 
And yet her heart is ever near. 
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Great feelings hath she of her own, 
Which lesser souls may never know, 
God giveth them to her alone, 
And sweet they are, as any tone 
Wherewith the wind may choose to blow. 

Yet in herself she dwelleth not. 
Although no home were half so fair, — 
No simplest duty is forgot, 
Life hath no dim or lowly spot 
That doth not in her sunshine share. 

She doeth little kindnesses 
Which most leave undone, or despise, 
For nought that sets one heart at ease, 
And giveth happiness and peace, 
Is low esteemed in her eyes. 

She hath no scorn of common things, 
And though she seem of other birth, 
Round us her heart entwines and clings ; 
And patiently she folds her wings, 
To tread the humble paths of earth. 
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Blessing she is, God made her so, 
And deeds of week-day holiness 
Fall from her, noiseless as the snow ; 
Nor hath she ever chanced to know. 
That aught were eaisier than to bless. 

She is most fair, and thereunto 
Her life doth rightly harmonize ; 
Feeling or thought that was not true. 
Ne'er made less beautiful the blue 
Unclouded heaven of her eyes. 

She is a woman, one in whom 
The spring-time of her childish years 
Hath never lost its fresh perfume, 
Though knowing well that life hath room 
For many blights, and many tears. 

I love her, with a love as still 
As a broad river's peaceful might, . 
Which by high tower and lowly mill 
Goes wandering at its own will. 
And yet doth ever flow aright 
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And on its full, deep breast, serene, 

Like quiet isles my duties lie ; 

It flows around them, and between. 

And makes them fresh, and fair, and green, 

Sweet homes wherein to live and die. 

J. R. Lowell. 



XLIII. — god's acre. 

I LIKE that ancient Saxon phrase, which 
calls 
The burial-ground God's acre ! It is just. 
It consecrates each grave within its walls. 
And breathes a benison o'er the sleeping 
dust. 

God's acre ! yes ; that blessed name imparts 
Comfort to those who in the grave have 
sown 
The seed that they have garnered in their 
hearts, 
Their bread of life, alas! no more their 
own. 
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Into its furrows shall we all be cast, 

In the sure hope that we shall rise again, 
At the great harvest, when the Archangel's 
blast 
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chaff and 
grain. 

Then shall the good stand in immortal 
bloom 
In the fair gardens of the second birth ; 
And each bright blossom mingle its per- 
fume 
With that of flowers that never bloomed on 
earth. 

With thy rude ploughshare, Death, turn up 
the sod, 
And spread the furrow for the seed we 
sow, 
'This is the field and acre of our God, 

This is the place where human harvests 
grow, 

LONGFEU-OW, 
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XLIV. — MY BIRTHDAY. 

My birthday ! what a different sound 
That word had in my youthful ears ! 

And how each time the day comes round, 
Less and less white the mark appears. 

When first our scanty years are told, 

It seems like pastime to grow old, 
And, as youth counts the shining links. 

That time around him binds so fast. 
Pleased with the task — ^he little thinks 

How hard that chain will press at last. 
Vain was that man, and false as vain, 

Who said, were he ordained to run 
His long career of life again, 

He would do all that he had done. — 
Ah ! 'tis not thus the voice that dwells 

In sober birthdays speaks to me ; 
Far otherwise — of time it tells. 

Lavished unwisely, carelessly ! 
Of counsel mocked, of talents made. 

Haply for high and pure designs, 
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But oft, like Israel's incense^ laid 
Upon unholy earthly shrines : — 

All this it tells, — and could I trace 
The imperfect picture o'er again, 

With power to add, re-touch, efface. 
The lights and shades, the joy and pain. 

How little of the past would stay ! 

How quickly all would melt away ! 

Moore. 



XLV, 

Christ is the Way, the Truth, and the Life. 
The grace which sanctifies, as well as that 
which justifies, is by Him and through Him. 
He is the true and living way ; and no man 
can gain the victory over sin, and be brought 
into union with God, without Christ ; and, 
when in some mitigated sense, we may be 
said to have arrived at the end of the way, 
by being brought home to the Divine Fold, 
and reinstated in the Divine Image, it would 
be sad, indeed, if he should forget the Way 
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itself, as Christ is sometimes called. At every 
period of our progress, however advanced it 
may be, our life is derived from God, through 
Him and for Him. The most advanced souls 
are those which are most possessed with the 
thoughts and presence of Christ, Any other 
view would be extremely pernicious ; it would 
be to snatch from the faithful Eternal Life, 
which consists in knowing the only true God, 
and Jesus Christ, His Son, whom He hath 
sent. 

Fenelon. — From the Life of Madame Guyon, 



XLVI, 

Lives there the man who can presume to say 
Where he shall pass another Christmas Day ? 
What mortal eye can penetrate the veil. 
That hides the mystery of our next years 

tale ? 
Where our next birthday may perchance be 

passed ? 
Or whether we've already seen our last ? 
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But though our birthdays come no more on 

earth, 

Oh ! let us strive to attain that better birth ; 

Be it our aim to meet on that blest shore, 

Where birthdays, meetings, partings are no 

more. 

• Sir E. Parry. 



XLVII. 

Again, for empty fears, the harassing of - 

possible calamity, 
Pray, and thou shalt prosper, trust in God 

and tread them down — • 
Yield to the phantasy — thou sinnest; resist 

it. He will aid thee ; 
Out of Him there is no help, nor any sober 

courage. 
Feeble is the comfort of the faithless, a man 

without a God ; 
Who dare counsel such an one to fling away 

his fear ? 

TUPPER. 
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XLVIII. — THE FIRE OF DRIFT-WOOD. 

We sat within the farm-house old, 
Whose windows, looking o'ef the bay, 

Gave to the sea-breeze, damp and cold, . 
An easy entrance, night and day. 

Not far away we saw the port, — 

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town, — 

The lighthouse, — ^the dismantled fort, — 
The wooden houseiS, quaint and brown. 

We sat and talked until the night, 
Descending, filled the little room ; 

Our faces faded from the sight, 
Our voices only broke the gloom. 

We spoke of many a vanished scene. 
Of what we once had thought and said, 

Of what had been, and might have been. 
And who was changed, and who was dead ; 
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And all that fills the hearts of friends, 
When first they feel, with secret pain, 

Their lives henceforth have different ends, 
And never cart be one again ; 

The first slight swerving of the heart. 
Which words are powerless to express, 

And leave it still unsaid in part. 
Or say it in too great excess. 

The very tones in which we spake 

Had something strange, I could but mark ; 

The leaves of memory seemed to make 
A mournful rustling in the dark. 

Oft died the words upon our lips. 

As suddenly, from, out the fire, 
Built from the wrecks of stranded ships. 

The flames would leap and then expire. 

And, as their splendour flashed and failed, 
We thought of wrecks upon the main, — • 

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed. 
But sent no answer back again. 
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The windows, rattling in their frames, — - 
The ocean, roaring up the beach, — - 

The gusty blast, — the bickering flames, — - 
All mingled vaguely in our speech ; 

Until they made themselves a part 

Of fancies floating through the brain, — - 

The long-lost ventures of the heart. 
That send no answer back again. 

Oh flames that glowed ! Oh hearts that yearned ! 

Ye were indeed too much akin. 

The drift-wood fire without that burned. 

The thoughts that burned and glowed within. 

Longfellow. 



XLIX. 

God appoints to every one of His creatures 
a separate mission, and, if they discharge it 
honourably, if they quit themselves like men, 
and faithfully follow that light which is in them, 
withdrawing from it all cold and quenching 
influence, there will assuredly come of it such 
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burning as, in its appointed mode and mea- 
sure, shall shine before men, and be of service 
constant and holy. Degrees, infinite of lustre, 
there must always be, but the weakest among 
us has a gift, however seemingly trivial, which 
is peculiar to him, and which, worthily used, 
will be a gift also to his race for ever. " Fool 
not," says George Herbert, — 

** For all may have, 
If they, dare choose, a glorious life or grave." 

RUSKIN. — Modem Painters^ 
L. — ^"HE QIVETH HIS BELOVED SLEEP." 

Lie down, in peace, to take thy rest ! 

Dear, cherished form, no longer mine, 
But bearing in thy clay-cold breast 

A hidden germ of life divine, 
Which, when the eternal Spring shall bloom. 
Will burst the shackles of the tomb. 

Lie down, in peace, to take thy rest. 

Unbroken will thy slumbers be, 
Satan can now no more molest, 
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And death has done his worst on thee ; 
Lie down thy hallowed sleep to take, 
Till clothed with glory thou shalt wake. 

Lie down, in peace, to take thy rest. 
We can no longer watch thy bed. 

But glorious Angels, Spirits blest. 

Shall guard thee night and day instead ; 

And when thine eyes unclosed shall be, 

Christ, in His glory, thou shalt see. 

« 

Lie down, in peace, to take thy rest. 

My eyes must weep, my heart must mourn, 

But to thy soul, with Jesus blest. 
For comfort and for peace I turn ; 

Thou wilt not mark these tears that flow. 

Sorrow can never reach thee now. 

Lie down, in peace, to take thy rest ! 

Let me betake myself to prayer ; 
Binding faith's corslet on my breast. 

Lest Satan find an entrance there ; 
God gave — though now His gift He claim, 
Still blessed he His holy name ! 
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LI. — THE BANIAN TREK 

They tell us of an Indian tree, 

Which, howsoever the sun or sky 
May tempt its boughs to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom wide and high ; 
Far better loves to bend its arms 

Downward again to that dear earth, 
From which the life that fills and warms 

Its grateful being first had birth. 
Tis thus, though wooed by flattering friends. 

And fed with fame — if fame it be, 

This heart, my own dear mother, tends 

With love's true instinct back to thee ! 

Thomas Moore. 



LII. — THE HOME BEYOND. 

. . . These are, perhaps, some of your trials- 
I dare say there are many more which the 
world knows nothing about, and which none 
will ever know but yourself But, however 
thick they fall around you, and however 
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heavily they press upon you, you have only 
to carry them to God, and He will lighten 
your load, and make it easy to bear. Here 
is your remedy, and a promise with it, " Cast 
thy burden upon the Lord, and He will 
deliver thee." He will not only carry your 
burdens, but He will carry you. He, who 
has often laid you as a lamb in His bosom, 
will carry you now that you are old. He 
will not only bring you to Jordan, but He 
will carry you over it, and conduct you safely 
to the promised land. 

Think, too, how light our trials are com- 
pared with the Saviour's. His was a storm 
of suffering, ours but a few drops, and for 
how short a time do even the severest of 
them last. In heaven we shall thank God 
for them, for we shall then see how needful 
they were for us. Cheer up, then, my fellow 
Christians! Bear these trials meekly, pa- 
tiently, thankfully. Look upon them as the 
traveller does upon the rough rocks which 
serve as steps to bring him to his Father's 
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'house — turn them to good account. Let 
them not be hinderances to you, but helps 
on your way to heaven. Ask God to change 
them into blessings, and to make them use- 
ful to you. And just as when Noah was in 
the Ark, every wave that swelled only bore 
him up higher and higher towards heaven ; 
so may every trial raise your soul above the 
world, and bring you nearer and nearer to 
God. 

OXENDEN.— 7;5<r Home Beyond. 



LIII. — KOERNER AND HIS SISTER. 
** Vergiss die treuen Todten nicht" 

Green wave the oak for ever o'er thy rest, 
Thou that beneath its crowning foliage 
sleepest, 
And, in the stillness of thy country's breast. 
Thy place of memory as an altar keepest ; 
Brightly thy spirit o'er her hills was poured. 
Thou of the Lyre and Sword ! 
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Rest, bard ! rest, soldier ! By the father's hand 

Here shall the child of after years be led, 
With his wreath-offering, silently to stand 

In the hushed presence of the glorious dead- 
Soldier and Bard ! for thou thy path hast trod, 
With freedom and with God. 

The oak waved proudly o*er thy burial rite ; 
On thy crowned bier, to slumber, warriors 
bore thee. 
And, with true hearts, thy brethren of the fight 
Wept, as they veiled their drooping banners 
o'er thee ; 
And the deep guns, with rolling peal, gave, 
token. 
That Lyre and Sword were broken. 

Thou hast a hero's tomb : a lowlier bed 
Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying — 

The gentle girl that bowed her fair young head 
When thou wert gone, in silent sorrow dying. 

Brother, true friend ! the tender and the brave ! 
She pined to share thy grave. 
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Fame was thy gift from others ; but for her 
To whom the wide world held that only 
spot, 
She loved thee ! lovely in your loves ye were, 

And in your early deaths divided not. 
Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy — ^what hath 
she? 
Her own blest place by thee ! 

It was thy spirit, brother ! which had made 
The bright earth glorious to her youthful 
eye. 
Since first, in childhood, midst the vines ye 
played, 
And sent glad singing through the free blue 
sky. 
Ye were but twa — and when that spirit passed. 
Woe to the one, the last I 

Woe, yet not long! She lingered but to 
trace 
Thine image from the image in her breast^ 
Once, once again to see that buried face 

G 
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But smile upon her, ere she went to rest. 
Too sad a smile ! its living light was o'er — 
It answered hers no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy voice departed, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had 
fled; 
What, then, was left for her, the faithful- 
hearted ? 
Death, death to still the yearning for the 
dead ! 
Softly she perished : be the flower deplored. 
Here with the Lyre and Sword ! 

Have ye not met ere now ? So let those trust, 
That meet for moments but to part for 
years — 
That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust 
from dust, 
That love, where love is but a fount of tears. 
Brother ! sweet sister ! peace around ye dwell : 
Lyre, Sword, and Flower, farewell ! 

Mrs. Hemans. 

.1 

^ —.'5? 



r 



FROM MANY LANDS. 83 

LIV. 

Lo ! all around your vision now is stealing. 
Where'er we turn, their dim, veiled forms, re- 
vealing, 
With thoughts of those, once loved and near, 
Whose early years with ours were blended, 
Whose memories have, with all thingd dear. 
Deep in the heart descended. 
A mother's love, which o*er our childhood bended 
And all our youthful steps attended. 
Or brother lost, whose early hours, 
Whose thoughts, and hopes, and fears were ours; 
While we saw all things with his eyes. 
Knit in still growing sympathies — 
Now they are gone, but we remain. 
Our love for them is mixed with pain. 
Our wonted haunts know them no more ; 
But they are on the unseen shore. 
And draw us after them, as with a silent chain ; 
Thus all we love make wings, and leave us to 
deplore. 

Williams. — The Baptistery, 
G 2 
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LV. 

*' Yes, for Him, the victor. 
Sing, but low — sing low, 
A soft, sad miserere chaunt, 
For a soul about to go." 

Go to thy glorious home, I would not stay thee, 
Go to the land where only pleasures flow. 

Might sorrowing love, and human prayers 
detain thee, 
Friend of my spirit, I would bid thee go. 

Go. to thy glorious home, I would not stay 
thee, — 
Fade on, fade on, as sweet day yields to 
night. 
And if the darkness for a while array thee, 
Tis but to clothe thee in a day more bright. 

Yet blame not that my heart is wildly heaving, 
Triumph and joy are in my tears for thee, 

And if there mingle with them tears of grieving, 
How should the living from life's pangs be 
free? 
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Light love may fade, and youthful zeal may 
perish, 
As rainbows vanish, and as leaves decay ; 
But mine, bom in the soul, my soul will 
cherish. 
Flee as thou wilt, beyond my reach away ! 

And thou art going, not as spring flowers 
wither, 
Soon to return — when may I look for 
thee ? 
Going so far, sight may not track thee 
thither. 
Nor strong wings follow, where thy flight 
will be. 

To the bright stars, in lofty myriads burning, 
To the calm clouds, piled in the summer 
air. 
Oft shall I look with love's fond, helpless 
yearning. 
But none will tell me if thy home be 
there, 
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The haunts that knew thee, glade, and hearth, 
and bower. 
They will be silent when I bid them speak. 
And living friends, questioned till life's last 
hour, 
They will but tell me, "Gone is she you 
seek!" 

Yet go, yet go, even though I know not 
whither. 
Save that where God is will thy dwelling be. 
Oft shall I feel thy spirit say, " come hither," 
Oft will mine answer, "Soon I come to 
thee!" 

Miss Jewsbury. 



LVI. 
"LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED." 

Blessed Saviour, when the fearful storms 

Of Life around us press. 
And we, in vain, for comfort seek, 

Where all is comfortless ; 
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Oh ! whisper thou the sweet command/ 

Which Thou hast on us laid, 
" Let not your heart be troubled, 

Nor let it be afraid," 



When, in deep consciousness of sin, 

We sink, Lord, at Thy feet, 
And scarcely dare to raise our eyes. 

Toward Thy mercy-seat ; 
Speak to the trembling spirit, Thou, 

Who hast our ransom paid, 
" Let not your heart be troubled. 

Nor let it be afraid." 

When, in deep agony, we watch 

The swiftly fading light. 
Which gleams from those dear eyes we feel 

Must soon be closed in night. 
Oh ! with Thy word of soothing power, 

Lord, hasten to our aid — 
" Let not your heart be troubled, 

Nor let it be afraid." 
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And when the reed we leant upon, 

Hath bent beneath our weight, 
Each cherished hope of earth is gone, 

And we feel desolate ; 
Lead us, oh ! lead us to Thyself, 

Remind us Thou hast said, 
" Let not your heart be troubled. 

Nor let it be afraid." 

Thus speak in each dark scene of life, 

And at the hour of death 
Be with us still, nor let our souls 

Fail with our failing breath ; 
Be Thou our Comforter and Guide 

Through that dread valley's shade. 
Then our hearts shall not be troubled. 

Nor shall they be afraid ! 

M. H. Vf,— Thoughts of Peace. 



LVII. 

How peaceful is the dwelling-place of those 
who inhabit the green hamlets and populous 
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cities of the dead ; they need no antidote for 
care, no armour against fate — no morning sun 
shines in at the closed windows, and awakens 
them, nor shall until the last great day — and 
there they all sleep, the holy ones with their 
arms crossed on their breasts, or lying motion- 
less by their sides, not carved in stone by the 
hand of man, but formed in dust, by the hand 
of God. 

No one comes to them, now, to hold them 
by the hand, or with delicate fingers to smooth 
their hair; they need us not, however much 
we may need them, and yet they silently 
await our coming. 

Yes, Death brings us again to our friends, 
they are waiting for us, and we shall not long 
delay. They have gone before us, and are like 
the angels in heaven, they stand upon the bor- 
ders of the grave to welcome us with the coun- 
tenance of affection, which they wore on earth, 
yet more lovely, more radiant, more spiritual. 

He spake well who said that graves were 
the footsteps of angels ! 
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Death has taken thee, too, and thou hast 
the dew of thy youth. He has placed thee 
upon his bosom, and his stem countenance 
wears a smile. The far country, towards 
which we are journeying, seems nearer to 
us, and the way less dark, for thou hast gone 
before, passing so quietly to thy rest, that day 
itself dies not more calmly. 

Longfellow's Hyperion, 



LVIII. 

A PEARLY mist, like a young bride's veil. 

Folds softly o*er the sea ; 
And sportsome waves, that all the day. 

Have flashed and danced in glee — 
Each rippling smile, now passed away, 

With the autumn sun's red glare. 
Lie hushed, as happy children bow 

At their mother's knee in prayer. 
The same sweet calm is on my heart. 

The gently heaving tide 
Bears now no trace of storms that swept 
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O'er it in angry pride ; 
The surface sleeps, all tranquilly, 

O'er earth-bom passion's grave, 
And a gleam, like that of heaven's first star. 

Is trembling on the wave. 

Father, I thank Thee ! Though this light 

Be not the radiant hue 
That tinged with fresh and changeful shade 

My soul when life was new ; 
Though the foamy billows bound no more 

In sunbright revelry. 
Nor echo back the tempest's shout, 

Or the wild winds' anthem free ; 
Though in the deep I look in vain. 

For youthful visions fair — 
Let the rich pearls of Faith and Hope 

Lie fondly cradled there. 
Oh ! may Thy love, as twilight dews. 

Upon my spirit rest. 
And still that ray of heavenly light 

Be mirrored in my breast I 

From The Hidden Path, 
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LIX» 

**We have not an High Priest which cannot be touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities." 

Thou who art touched with feeling of our 
woes, 

Let me on Thee my heavy burden cast, 
My aching, anguished heart on Thee repose, 

Leaving with Thee the sad mysterious past ; 
Let me submissive bow, and kiss the rod. 
Let me be still, and know that Thou art God, 

Why should my harassed, agitated mind, 
Go round and round this terrible event ? 

Striving, in vain, some brighter side to find, 
Some cause why all this anguish has been 
sent. 

Do I, indeed, that sacred truth believe. 

Thou dost not willingly afflict or grieve } 

Infinite wisdom ! Can it ever err ? 

Infinite love ! Can it to us work ill ? 
Good, only good dost Thou, my God, bestow. 
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Though it to me, alas ! seem evil still ! 
Oh ! let not finite, frail, presumptuous man 
Thine acts arraign. Thy hidden purpose scan ! 

Oh ! pity me, all crushed beneath the blow, 
Thus weeping o'er this sad mysterious blight. 

My garden's richest, fairest plant laid low. 
Gemmed with its dewy blossoms, sparkling 
bright, 

Just when its roseate bloom was set for fruit. 

Stricken and shattered at the very root ! 

There are none like it left, and earth appears 
So stripped and desolate without its charms, 
A barren waste, a mournful vale of tears. 

That were I not supported by Thine arms. 
My pitying Saviour, this poor heart would 

break. 
Oh shield! Oh coniforti for Thy mercy's 
sake! 

My lovely gourd is withered in an hour, 
I droop, I faint beneath the scorching sun ! 
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My Shepherd, lead me to some sheltering 

bower, 
There, where Thy little flock lie down at 

noon, 
Though of my dearest earthly joy bereft, 
Thou art my portion still, Thou, Thou my 

God art left ! 



LX. — ^THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 

Let us look at Death, then, through Christ, 
and not without Him; without Christ, it is 
horrible, detestably, it is the abhorrence of 
human nature. In Jesus Christ it is very 
different ; it is lovely, holy, and the joy of 
the faithful. All trial is sweet in Jesus 
Christ, even death; He suffered and died to 
sanctify death and suffering. . . . God regards 
men only in the person of the mediator Jesus 
Christ. If we do not avail ourselves of this 
mediation, we shall find in ourselves nothing 
but real miseries or abominable evils ; but, if 
we learn to look at everj^ing through Jesus 
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Christ, we shall always obtain comfort, satis- 
faction, and instruction. . . . 

Let us not sorrow for the death of the 
faithful, as the heathen, who have no hope. 
We have not lost them at their death. We 
lost them (so to speak) from that moment 
when they were really given to God. From 
that time they were the Lord's — in their 
death they have become entirely separated 
from sin, and in that moment they have 
oeen received of God — ^the will of God has 
peen done in them, and their will has been 
absorbed into the will of God. Let us not, 
then, consider them as having ceased to live, 
though nature suggests this, but as now be- 
ginning to live, for so the truth assures us. 

Blaise Pascal. 



LXI. — LINES WRITTEN BY WILLIAM HONE 
on a blank leaf of his Bible. 

The proudest heart that ever beat 
Has been subdued in me, 
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The wildest will that ever rose, 
To scorn Thy cause, and aid Thy foes, 
Is quelled, my God, by Thee ! 

Thy will, and not my will, be done ; 

I would be ever Thine, 
Confessing Thee, the mighty Word, 
My Saviour, Christ, my God, my Lord, 

Thy Cross shall be my sign. 



LXII. — " WITHERING ! — ^WITHERING ! " 

Withering — ^withering, all are withering ! 

All of hope's flowers, that youth hath 
nursed^ 
Flowers of love, too early blossoming ; 

Buds of ambition, too frail to burst ! 

Faintly — ^faintly, oh ! how faintly, 

I feel life's pulses ebb and flow, 
Yet, sorrow, I know thou dealest daintily, 

With one who would not wish to live moe. 
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Kay! why, young heart, thus timidly shrinking, 
Why doth thy upward wing thus tire ? 

Why are thy pinions thus droopingly sinking, 
When they should only waft thee higher ? 

Upward — upward, let them be waving, 

Lifting the soul towards her place of birth ; 

There are guerdons there, more worth thy 

having, 

Far more than any these lures of earth ! 

Hoffman. 



• LXIII. 

I ASK you one question, not what your sins 
have been, or what your temptations and in- 
firmities are, but. Are you coming to Christ ? 
Could you go to Him if He were bodily 
present on earth ? praying Him to make you 
whole, to relieve you from all sin, and from 
everything displeasing to Himself, to grant 
you the enjoyment of Himself? What 
would His gracious answer be? — for none 
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but a gracious answer could proceed out of 
those lips, into which ail grace was poured: 
— ^perhaps this, ''Go, bear all that I have 
appointed thee to bear; go, suffer sickness 
and pain; go, suffer fierce and fiery tempta- 
tions ; go, walk in darkness, and — trust Me. 
Trust Me with the meaning of all this ; trust 
Me with the end of all this." Oh ! my friend, 
trust Him ! whom should a sinner trust ! If 
the tempter urge that you shall never be 
accepted, yet is it not better even to perish 
while attempting to honour Him by casting 
yourself at the foot of His Cross ? and can 
you think that any one eVfer perished in so 
doing ? 

LXIV. 

There was one whom I made my stay, 
But Thou didst set him far away, 

That I might courage take on Thee to lean ; 
And lest I hang on earthly love, 
Thou didst, with sorrow, me reprove. 

And badest me fix my love on Thee unseen. 
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I built my nest high up, and free, 

Thou, with Thy wind, didst shake the tree, 

Telling me nought was safe beneath the stars : 
And when I set Thee all at nought, 
I fell to caverns of dark thought. 

When all around me seemed night's everlast- 
ing bars. 

Now all alone on the wide sea 

Sailing for dread eternity, 
And from my guide and brother far away, 

I fear to set or shift the sail, 

I fear the sound of every passing gale, 
Lest my unstable bark the winds should make 
their prey. 

But, shame upon the faithless heart. 
Which in Thy promise hath a part ! 

Thou by our side art present evermore : 
Thy palace-gates are opening wid^ 
Thy light comes forth to be our guide, 

I, and my brother dear, may meet on that 
bright shore. 

J. Williams. — Thoughts in Past Years, 
H 2 
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LXV. — BREAK, BREAK, BREAK. 

Break, break, break ! 

On thy cold, grey rocks, oh sea ! 
And I would that my tongue could utter 

The thoughts that arise in me ! 

Oh ! well for the fisherman's boy. 
That he shouts to his sister at play ; 

Oh ! well for the sailor lad. 
That he sings in his boat on the bay ! 

And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill ; 

But oh ! for the touch of a vanished hand ! 
And the sound of a voice that is still ! 

Break, break, break ! 

At the foot of thy crags, oh sea ! 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead. 

Will never come back to me. 

Tennyson. 
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LXVL 
"THOU CANST HAVE BUT ONE MOTHER." 

Sweet are the heavens blue, 
Sweet is the sparkling dew, 

Quiet and still. 

On the night summer air, 
Comes the low murmur there. 

Of the clear rill. 

Ix)ng at' the casement stands. 
Leaning on folded hands. 

One maiden fain 

Can you not see the gleam 
Of the pale white moonbeam 

Shine on her hair ? 

Why stands she steadfast so ? 
Doth not the night-wind blow 

Chill on her brow ? 
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Dreamer, what meanest thou ? 
What vision see^t thou ? 

What doest thou ? 

Slowly she turns to thee, 
Mournfully bends to thee, 

Quick falls the tear ; 

*' Stranger ! if yet she lives, 
Who thy fond mother is, 

Love her in fear. 

" Mine loved me tenderly. 
True, and so faithfully, 

Now she is gone ! 

" Prize her deep love for thee. 
Ne'er will it turn from thee ; 

Like it is none. 

" Cherish her latter day. 
Clear every thorn away. 

Smooth her grey hair. 

"Soon shall that voice no more 
Cheer thee as heretofore ; 

Tend her with care. 
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** Stranger, then marvel not, 
That these wild tears should drop, 

Fast as the rain. 

" Kind be thy friends to thee ; 
But love like hers will be 

Never again ! " 



LXVII, — '' BE STEADFAST," 

Two loving hearts may sever. 
Yet love shall fail them never. 
Love brightest shines in sorrow's night, 
Love is of life the light 

Two loving hearts may sever, 
Yet hope shall fail them never, 
Hope is a star in sorrow's night, 
Forget-me-not of light ! 

Two loving hearts may sever, 
Yet faith shall fail them never. 
Trust on through sorrow's night, 
Faith is of. love and hope the light 
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Two loving hearts may sever, 

For sorrow fails them never ; 

Who knows not love in sorrow's night, 

He knows not love in light 

Heir of Redclyffe. 



LXVIII. 

In poverty and loneliness, 

Whatever our lot may be, 
So grant us, Lord, in holiness, 

To serve and follow Thee. 

We ask not for the world's reward, 

A dearer boon we seek ; 
To trace the footprints of our Lord, 

The lowly and the meek. 

We ask but in the place assigned, 

Our calling to fulfil, 
With cheerful heart and patient mind, 
. To do our Father's will. 



FROM MANY LANDS. 105 

Yet many a time, in foolishness, 

We murmur at our lot, 
And pine in sad unthankfulness. 

Our calling's hope forgot. 

For faith is dim, and love is cold. 
For hope, the link between. 

The hope that cheered the saints of old, 
Our anchor hath not been. 

And yet it is no fabling word, 
That tells Thy coming near, 

The hope of Thine appearing. Lord, 
Our fainting hearts shall cheer. 

LXIX. 

*' The cup which my Father hath given me, shall I not 
drink it." — St John xviii ii. 

Musing, of all my Father's love, 

(How sweet it is !) 
Methought I heard a gentle voice — 

*' Child, here's a cup— 

I've mixed it — drink it up." 
My heart did sink — I could no more rejoice. 
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Oh ! Father, dost Thou love Thy child ? 

Then why this cup ? 
" One day, my child, I said to thee — • 

Here's a flower 

Plucked from a beauteous bower : 
Did you complain ? or take it thankfully ? 

" One day I gave thee pleasant fruit 

From a choice tree : 
How pleased, how grateful you did seem : 
You said — I love 
Thee ; faithful may I prove ! 
Your heart was full, with joy your eyes did 
beam« 

"That flower was mine — that fruit was 
mine — 
This cup IS mine. 
And all that's in it comes from me." 
Father, I'm still ; 
Forgive my naughty will. 
But what's the cup? may I look in and 
see ? 
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"You see, my child ? you must not see-i- 

Christ only saw 
His destined cup of bitter gall : 

No, child ; believe, 

Meekly the cup receive. 
And know that love and wisdom mixed it all." 

O Father, must it be ? 

*' Yes, child, it must/* 
Then give the needed medicine, 

Be by my side, 

Only Thy face don't hide : 
ril drink it all — it must be good — 'tis Thine. 



LXX. 

Among the children of God, while there is 
always that fearful and bowed apprehension 
of His majesty, and that sacred dread of all 
offence to Him, which is called the fear of 
God, yet of real and essential fear there is 
not any, but clinging of confidence to Him 
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as their Rock, Fortress, and Deliverer; and 
perfect love and casting out of fear ; so that 
it is not possible that, while the mind is 
rightly bent on Him, there should be dread 
of anything either earthly or supernatural; 
and, the more dreadful seems the height of 
His majesty, the less fear they feel that 
dwell in the shadow of it *' Of whom shall 
I be afraid?'* 

RusKiN.— ^ixferw Painters, 



LXXI. — RESIGNATION. 

TiS not for us, and our proud hearts, 
O mighty Lord, to choose our parts, 

But act well what Thou givest ; 
'Tis not in our weak power to make 
One step of the way we undertake. 

Unless Thou us relievest. 

What Thou hast given, Thou canst take, 
And when Thou wilt new gifts canst make^ 
All flows from Thee alone : 
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When Thou didst give it, it was Thine ; 
When Thou retook'st it, 'twas not mine: 
Thy will in all be done. 

It might, perhaps, too pleasant prove, 
Too much attractive of my love, 

And make me less love Thee : 
Some things there are, Thy Scriptures say. 
And reason proves, that heaven and they 

Do seldom well agree. 

Lord, let me then sit calmly down. 
And rest contented with my own. 

This is what Thou allow'st. 
Keep Thou my mind serene and free 
Often to think of heaven and Thee, 

And what Thou here bestow'st. 

There let me have my portion. Lord, 
There all my losses be restored, 

No matter what falls here. 
Is't not enough that we shall sing 
And love for €ver our blest King, 

Whose goodness brought us there ? 
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Great God, as Thou art one, may we 
With one another all agree, 

And in Thy praise conspire : 
May men and angels join and sing, 
Eternal hymns to Thee, their King, 

And make up all one choir. Amen. 

nicked Devoiions. 



LXXII, 

Perhaps there is no precept of their Saviour 
so little regarded and so constantly violated 
by His disciples as this, "Judge not," &c. ; 
how terrible is that amount of sin committed 
by that spirit in us which lusteth to censori- 
ousness and uncharitable judgment How 
much better would it be for their own souls 
if many godly people were to employ that 
time in judging themselves which they now 
use in judging others — ^how much better would 
it be for the souls of others, if many godly 
people were to spend that time in praying 



@— 



■© 



I 



MMl 



FROM MANY LANDS. 1 1 1 

for others, which they now generally employ 
in condemning them. The fact is, that it is 
vain to suppose that man can form any system 
by which he may be able to arrive at a sure 
judgment of the condition of other men's 
hearts and souls; the main part of religion 
is within and not without The source, seed, 
and seat of a man's Christian profession lie 
where no eye can fully penetrate but God's. 
We cannot judge motives ; and, in many cases, 
the very same action is a virtue, or a vice, 
according to the motive that produced it. 
No man can fully know his own heart, how 
then can he know that of another ? 

Rev. E. W. Michell On Psalm L 



LXXIII. — ^TO J. S. 

The wind that beats the mountain, blows 
More softly round the open wold. 

And gently comes the world to those, 
That are cast in gentle mould. 
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And me this knowledge bolder made, 

Or else I had not dared to flow 
In these words toward you, and invade. 

Even with a verse, your holy woe. 

*Tis strange that those we lean on most. 
Those in whose laps our limbs are nursed, 

Fall into shadow ; — soonest lost ; 
Those we love first are taken first. 

God gives us love ; something to love 
He lends us ; — ^but when love is grown 

To ripeness, that on which it throve 
Falls off, and love is left alone. 

This is the curse of time ; alas ! 

In grief I am not all unlearned ; 
Once through mine own doors Death did pass ; 

One went who never hath returned. 

He will not smile, nor speak to me 
Once more. Two years his chair is seen 

Empty before us ; that was He 
Without whose life I had not been. 
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Your loss is rarer ; for this star, 
Rose with you through a little arc 

Of heaven, nor having wandered far. 
Shot on the sudden into dark. 

I knew your brother ; his mute dust 
I honour, and his living worth ; 

A man more pure, and bold, and just, 
Was never bom into this earth. 

I have not looked upon you nigh 

Since that dear soul hath fallen asleep. 

Great Nature is more wise than I, 
I will not tell you not to weep. 

Let grief be her own mistress still, 
She loveth her own anguish deep 

More than much pleasure ; let her will 
Be done to weep, or not to weep. 

His memory will live alone 

In all our hearts, as mournful light 
That broods above the fallen sun, 
^ And dwells in heaven half the night. 

I 
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I wrote, I know not what. In truth 
How should I soothe you any way 

Who miss the brother of your youth ? 
Yet something I did wish to say--— 

For he, too, was a friend to me. 

Both are my friends, and my true breast 
Bleedeth for both ; yet it may be, 

That only silence suiteth best. 

Words weaker than your grief, would make 
Grief more ! 'twere better \ should cease, 

Although myself could almost take 
The place of him who sleeps in peac^. 

Sleep sweetly, tender heart, in peace, 

Sleep, tender spirit ! blessed soul ! 

While the stars burn, the moons increase, 

And the great ages onward roll. 

Tennyson. 

LXXIV. — REST. 

It was Thy will, my Father, 
That laid Thy servant low : 

It was Thy hand, my Father, 
That dealt the chastening blow : 
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It was Thy mercy bade me rest 

My weary soul awhile ; 
And every blessing I receive^ 

Reflects Thy gracious smile. 

It is Thy care, my Father, 

That cherishes me now : 
It is Thy peace^ my Father, 

That rest3 upon my brow : 
It is Thy truth. Thy truth alone, 

That gives my spirit rest. 
And soothe3 me like a happy child 

Upon its mothei^s breast. 

I have known youth, my Father, 

Bright as a summer's day, 
And earthly love, my Father ; 

But that too passed away. 
Now life's small taper faintly burns — 

A little flickering flame. 
But Thine eternal love remains 

Unchangeably the same. 

T7u Dove on the Cross. 
I 2 
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LXXV. 

Three things ought ever to be kept in. view 
with regard to prayer. First, the range ; the 
extent to which we may go in our petitions 
at a throne of grace, although vast and soul- 
satisfying, has yet a boundary line. It is in- 
scribed with these words — " According to His 
will," — ^We are, at best, but children,, wilful 
erring children, ignorant of what would prove 
a blessing or a curse to us — often anxious for 
those things which would prove hurtful, and 
slow to believe that a painful cross, a heavy 
affliction, is really the best thing God could 
send us. Our heavenly Father, who has 
graciously adopted us in Christ, and means 
to train us to obedience, self-denial, and sub- 
mission, whilst, in the fulness of His love, 
offering the inestimable treasures of His 
grace, will only bestow upon us what He 
knows to be truly and lastingly beneficial to 
our souls. Therefore His promise is limited 
to things which are " according to His will." 

Able to Save, 
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LXXVI. 

Think not lightly of thy prayers, for He 

who heareth them, thinketh not lightly of 

them ; but, even before they are passed from 

thy 'lips, He hath them written in His own 

book. And one of these two things we ought 

stedfastly to hope — ^that He will grant either 

that which we desire, or that which He knows 

to be more profitable for us. 

St. Bernard. 



LXXVII. — THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 

**Es zieht ein stiller Engel durch dieses Erdenland.*' 
** Ye have need of patience." 

A GENTLE angel walketh throughout a world 

of woe, 
With ijiessages of mercy to mourning hearts 

below. 
His peaceful smile invites them to love and 

to confide, 
0! follow in His footsteps, keep closely by 

His side ! 
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So gently will He lead thee through all the 

cloudy day, 
And whisper of glad tidings to cheer the 

pilgrim way. 
His courage never failing, when thine is almost 

gone. 
He takes thy heavy burden, and helps to bear 

it on. 



To soft and tearful sadness He changes dumb 

despair. 
And Soothes to deep submission the storm of 

grief and care ; 
Where midnight shades are brooding He 

pours the light of noon. 
And every grievous wound He heals, most 

surely, if not soon. 

* 

He will not blame thy sorrows, while He 

brings the healing balm. 
He does not chide thy longings, while He 

soothes them into calm ; 
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And when Thy heart is murmuring, and wildly 

asking, why ? 
He smiling, beckons forward, points upward 

to the sky. 

He will not always answer thy questions and 
thy fear. 

His watchword is, ''Be patient, the journey's 
end is near ! " 

And, ever through the toilsome way. He tells 
of joys to come. 

And points the pilgrim to his rest, the wan- 
derer to his home. 

Spitta. — Lyra Germanica, 



LXXVIII. — LONGINGa 

When shall I be at rest } my trembling heart 
Grows weary of its burden, sickening still 
With hope deferred. Oh! that it were Thy 

will 
To loose my bonds, and take me where Thou 

art! 
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When shall I be at rest ? my eyes grow dim 
With straining through the gloom, — I scarce 

can see 
The way-marks that my Saviour left for me ; 
Would it were morn! and I were safe with 

Him! ' 

When shall I be at rest ? hand over hand 
I grasp, and climb an ever steeper hill, 
A rougher path. Oh ! that it were Thy will 
My tired feet might tread the promised land ! 

Oh, that I were at rest ! a thousand fears 
Come thronging o'er me, lest I fail at last. 
Would I were safe, all toil and danger past, 
And Thine own hand might wipe away my 
tears! 

Oh, that I were at rest ! like some I love. 
Whose last fond looks drew half my life 

away, 
Seeming to plead that either they might stay 
With me on earth — or I with them above. 
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But why these murmurs ? Thou didst never 

shrink 
From any toil or weariness for me, 
Not even from that last deep agony ; 
Shall I beneath my little trials sink ? 

No, Lord, for when I am indeed at rest, 
One taste of that deep bliss will quite efface 
The sternest memories of my earthly race, 
Save but to swell the sense of being blest. 

Then lay on me whatever cross I need 

To bring me there. I know Thou canst not be 

Unkind, unfaithful, or untrue to me ! 

Shall I not toil for Thee, when Thou for me 

didst bleed } 

J. O. F. 



LXXIX. — SIMPLE WORDS. 

It is not that thy words were full 
Of friendship or affection, 

But they will ever bring to me 
A soothing recollection I 
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Oft may a single sunbeam give, 
A joy more sweet and holy, 

Than all the varied scene beside, 
Rich woods and valleys lowly : 



The words that fell from thee were few. 
Yet kind and simply spoken ; 

And shall be sunshine to my soul 
When cold and spirit-broken. 

TUPPER. 



LXXX. 

Watchful, prayerful ever be. 
Lest your soul should, heedlessly. 
Plunge into eternity. 

From all earthly things being riven. 
By His love your sins forgiven, 
He'll receive your soul to heaven. 

^ ^ 
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LXXXI. — LA SPOSA. 

"Quel che congiunse Iddio, 1* uom non separi." — St. Matt. 

xix. 6. 

TiMlDA assorta nel pensier de' nuovi 
Giorni venturi che X amor promette, 

Tra il festoso corteo dal tempio movi, 
E ancor ne senti \ aure benedette : 

Qual dolce affanno che nelF alma provi 
Sulla pallida fronte si reflette, 

E il pudico levarsi occhio non osa, 

Quasi paventi dir che tu se' sposa. 

Pur or col nome di tuo padre a' piedi 
Dell altar li prostrasti in faccia a Dio. 

Fu un momento ! ma al fianco ancor ti vedi 
Colui che il cielo a te per sempre unio ; 

E sul suo braccio inclina, ecco giii riedi, 
Quasi igTiara del rito che finio 

Con un nome non tuo, riedi alia casa 

Ov' h tua madre a piangere rimasa. 
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Oh della madre tua che ti domanda 

Ritorna al iioto amplesso un altra volta ; 

Siedile accanto e di sua voce blanda 
Le sante note preziose ascolta : 

Ne* consigli che Dio ispira e manda 
La fida anima sua tutta e raccolta ; 

E trema perchfe sa che un altro amore 

Non puo donarti un cor, come il suo core. 

Vanne al fianco di lui che Iddio t' elesse 
Solo compagno nelF eti ventura ; 

Nutra sempre T amor le tue promesse, 
E in quelle tu vivrai forte e secura : 

Ama il dover, nh volgi alle inconcesse 
Gioje r ardor della tua fiamma pura ; 

E il viver tuo cosl, quando fia pieno 

Parra trascorso come un di sereno. 



Addio, sogno d* un di ! lieto desio 
Che di fior coron6 la fanciulezza ! 

O Madre, O suora, O amata casa, addio ! 
Essa piange, ma pianto h di dolcezza. 
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II fior che si gentil nacque e s* aprio, 

Sovra r are poso della bellezza : 

Ma verri un giomo che quel casto fiore 

Rinasce li done s' insempra amore, 

G. Carcano. 



LXXXII. 

Come play me again that simple air 

I used so to love in life's young day, 
And bring, if thou canst, the dreams that then 
Were wakened by that sweet lay ; 
The tender gloom its strain 

Shed o'er the heart and brow, 
Griefs shadow without its pain, 
Say, where — ^where is it now ? 
But play me that well-known air once more. 

For thoughts of youth still haunt its strain. 
Like dreams of some far, fairy shore. 
We never shall see again ! 

Sweet air ! how every note brings back 
Some sunny hope, some day-dream bright, 
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That shining o'er life's early track 
Filled even its tears with light— 
The new-found life which came 
With love's first echoed vow ! 
The fear, the bliss, the shame. 

Ah ! where — where are they now ? 
But still the same loved notes prolong, 
For sweet 'twere thus to that old lay, 
In dreams of youth, and love, and song. 
To breathe life's hours away ! 

Moo&E. 



LXXXIII. — ^'^ PEACE, PEACE, BE STILL." 

Oh ! lonely is thy way across the ocean, 
And lonely is that gentle loving heart. 
Thou hearest but wild winds' and waves' coYn- 
motion--' 
Would I could fly some comfort to impart. 

Peace, peace, be still. 

Would I might visit thee one hour this night, 
For dreary is the midnight ocean track, 
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Would I might whisper of a haven bright, 
A better home — ^though thou may'st ne'er 
come back* 

Peace, peace, be still. 

Would I might tell thee, since we looked our 
last 
On the frail bark that bore thee o'er the 
wave, 
How many prayers have mingled with the 
blas^ 
How many sighs to heaven our spirits 
gave. 

Peace, peace, be stilL 

Alas ! my brother, sighs and tears are vain ! 
Yet sighs and tears from my full heart run 
o'er; 
Thou may'st not see thy childhood's home 
again. 
Yet though we meet, on earth, no, never 
more. 

Peace, peace, be still 
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Thou art not all alone my brother, dear ! 
There is an unseen hand to soothe thy 
woe ; 
There is a voice, which none beside can 
hear. 
To cheer thy drooping spirit — ^whispering 
low, 

Peace, peace, be still ! 

There is a presence ever with the soul 

That dwells by faith 'mid things that are 
above. 
There is a power thine anguish to control, 
When thou dost pine for unforgotten love. 

Peace, peace, be still. 

There is a spirit brooding o'er the deep. 
Quelling its rage, and hushing winds to 
peace ; 
There is an eye, untiring watch to keep. 
Constraining wildest storms their strife to 
cease. 

Peace, peace, be still ! 
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Though Jesus on a pillow sleeps no more 

As in the little bark of Galilee, 
His eye of love commands the wild world 
o'er, 
Thou shalt be kept, till thou His face shalt 
see. 

Peace, peace, be still. 

And, brother, if thy lot should be to die, 

Far, far aw^y upon a stranger sod. 
May peac^ be mingled with thy latent sigh. 
Not one friend mi«sed-i-thy all suppliejl by 
God! 

Peace, peace, be «till. 

And we*— though oft our way be sad and 
lone. 
We would not murmur at our Father's 
will,— 
May we but stand bei^ide our absent one. 
When he appears with Christ on Sion's 
hill I 

Peace, peace, be still ! 
K 



"t 



*- (o>- 



130 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 



LXXXIV. 

He lay — and a smile was on his face ; 
Affection over him bent to trace 
The token mercy had left to tell 
That with the spirit all was well. 
It was the smile that marks the blest, 
It told that in hope he had sunk to rest ; 
Of a joyful rising after his sleep, 
No more to suffer, no more to weep : 
It spoke oblivion of life's long woes, 
It spoke forgiveness of all his foes, 
It spoke firm trust in the Saviour nigh, 
It breathed strange whispers of days gone by. 
Bliss as I gazed, o*«r grief prevailed, 
Not as one without hope my loss I wailed ; 
I knew that body would rise again 
As the soul immortal, and free from stain. 
I felt that, however long to me 
The slumbers of the grave might be, 
I should know him again 'mid the countless 
throng 
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Who shall bear their part in the Seraphim's 

song. 
Not by the look he wore in life, 
While his spirit was tired with the crudl strife, 
That left him only with parting breath ;— * 
But by the sweet look he wore in Death, 

Penny Post. 



Lxxxv. — isobel's child. 

" Oh mother, mother loose thy prayer ! ' 
Christ's name hath made it strong. 

It bindeth me, it holdeth me 

With its most loving cruelty. 

From floating my new soul along 
The happy heavenly air — 

It bindeth me, it holdeth me, 

In all this dark, upon this dull 

Low earth, by only weepers trod ! 

Mother, mother, could I dream 

Beneath your earthly trees, 
I had a vision and a gleam, 

K2 
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I heard a sound more sweet than these, 

When rippled by the wind. 

« « « « « 

Oh \ the ^ning holinesses 

Of the thousand, thousand faces 

God-sunned by the thron&d One, 

And made intense by such a love 

That, though I saw them turned above, 

Each loving seemed for also me ! 

And oh ! the Unspeakable, the He, 

The manifest in secredes, 

Yet of mine own heart partaker — 

With the overcoming look 
Of one who hath been once forsook 

And blesseth the forsaker. 
Mother, mother, let me go 
Toward the face that looketh so, 

Suffer me to go to Him ! 

« # « ♦ « 

Love ! Earth's love ! and can we love 
Fixedly when all things move ? 
Can the sinning love each other ? 
Mother! mother! 
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I tremble in. thy close embrace, 
I feel thy tears adown my face, 
Thy prayers do keep me out of bliss — 

Oh dreary, earthly love I 
Loose thy prayer, and let me go 
To the place which loving is 
Yet not sad ; and when is given 
Escape for thee from this below, 
Thou shalt behold me that I wait 
For thee beside the happy g^te, 
And silence shall be up in heaven 

To hear our greeting kiss/* 



The nurse awakes in the morning sun 
And starts to see, beside her bed. 
The lady with a grandeur spread, 
Like pathos o'er her face — as one 
God satisfied and— earth undone. 
The babe upon her arm was dead ! — 
And the nurse could utter forth no cry- 
She was awed by the calm in the mother's 
eye. 
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'* Wake Nurse," the lady said, 

" We are waking — ^he and I — 

I on earth, and he in sky ! 

And thou must help me to o'erlay 

With garments white this little clay. 

Which needs no more our lullaby, 

I changed the criiel prayer I made. 

And bowed my meekened face, and prayed 

That God would do His will ! And thus 

He did it, Nurse, — He parted us ! 

And His sun shows victorious 

The dead calm face — and I am calm. 

And heaven is hearkening a new psalm. 

This earthly noise is too a-near. 

Too loud, and will not let me hear 

The little harp — my death will soon 

Make silence." 



Oh! you, 
Earth's tender and impassioned few. 
Take courage to entrust your love 
To Him, so named, who guards above 
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Its ends, and shall fulfil ! 

Breaking the narrow prayers (that may 

Befit your narrow hearts) away 

In His broad loving will. 

£. B. Browning. 



LXXXVI, 

Now we cannot help having troubles, and 
more than this, we cannot help them coming 
in multitudes, but the eye of faith can pierce 
through them all, and herein it has great ad- 
vantage over the eye of sense. It would be 
mere affectation to say, "We will ignore the 
existence of these trials altogether." We 
cannot do so ; trials are hard, solid facts ; 
enemies are substantial realities. It is fool- 
ish to hide our eyes from the reality of facts, 
and, like the ostrich in the desert, to think to 
escape by shutting our eyes : shall we suppose 
that our enemies cannot see us because we do 
not choose to see them ? No, let us give our 
enemies full credit for their numbers and their 
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might, then let us pass above them all, and 
clearly look on God. Let us be on our guard 
and say, " As for me, I will call upon God, and 
the Lord shall save me." 

Rev. p. B. Power.— '/««//j' of the Psalms. 
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LXXXVII.— O'HE SNOWDROPS. 

Without, the dry leaves groan and shiver, 
The curtained sun in his cloud doth sleep. 

And through the chamber-casement ever 
Murmurs the roll of the distant deep. 

By the maiden's side, on the couch, were lying, 
Blending their delicate green and white, 

Children of winter, half-closed and dying. 
Flowers that are bom er6 the spring is in 
sight 

Slowly she spake, in a voice of ^ofrow,--^ 

" Gentle flower> yet live to-day. 
But, when I shall haVe died, to-morrow 

Droop ye, and wither, and fade ^way. 
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" Yet a few hours^ then droop and wither ; 

Silently fade and fall away ; 
Far from the sun we will rest together, 

Shut from the sound of the moaning sea" 

Ah, poor maid ! nor father, nor mother 
Soothe thy spirit, passing away ; 

Only my hands, the hands of a brother. 
Gathered those snowdrops yesterday. 

■ Why wilt thou take the heart I cherish ? 

Rightly, oh f Death, art thou called unkind ! 
Victims twain by this stroke have perished,, 

One in body, and one in mind. 

LXXXVIII. — THE SLEEP, 

''The souls of them thftt sleep in the Lord Jesus enjoy 

perpetual rest and felicity." 

Of all the thoughts of God, that are 
Borne inward into souls afar, 
Along the Psalmisfs music deep — 
NoWtell me if there any is 
For gift or grace surpassing this— r 
" He. giVeth His beloved sleep ? " 
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What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart to be unmoved — 
The poet's star-tuned harp to sweep~ 
The senate's shout for patriot vows — 
The monarch's crown to light the brows ? 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

What do we give to our beloved ? 
A little faith not all unproved — 
A little dust to over weep — 
And bitter memories, that make 
The whole earth blasted for our sake ! 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

Sleep soft, beloved ! we sometimes say, 

But have no power to charm away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep : 

But never doleful dream again 

Shall wake the happy slumber, when 

" He giveth His beloved sleep \ " 

And, friends ! dear friends, when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone from me,-— 
When 'round my bier ye come to weep; 
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Let one, most loving of you all. 

Say, ** Not a tear must o'er her fall. 

He giveth His beloved sleep." 

£. B. Browning. 



LXXXIX. 

"As thy days, so shall thy strength be." — ^Deuteronomy 

xxxiii, 25, 

It is true that changes and vicissitudes will 
come — true that the heart which to-day is 
cheerful and happy, may to-morrow be 
wounded and bleeding, — true that the full 
cup, now held with gladness, may be dashed 
in pieces ere the lips have tasted the refresh- 
ing draught — true that the bright hope which, 
like a guiding star, allures the traveller on- 
wards, may speedily be wrapped in pitchy 
gloom — but what then? To the child of 
God, there is a supply of strength to meet 
the hour of trial. He is not permitted to 
escape from the burden, the cross, the diffi- 
culty, but he is enabled to make his way 
through them all — ^to struggle with and finally 
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to overcome them. Many a time when the 
believer has been well-nigh crushed under the 
oppressive weight, when conscious that ordi- 
nary strength would not avail, he has cried 
unto the Lord, and a fresh supply of grace 
has been vouchsafed to meet the emergency, 
so that he could say with David, " I waited 
patiently for the Lord ; and He inclined unto 
me, and heard my cry. He brought me up 
also out of an horrible pit, out of the miry 
clay, and set my feet upon a rock, and esta- 
blished my goings. And He hath put a new 
song in my mouth, even praise unto our God : 
many shall see it, and fear, and shall trust in 
the Lord." 

Pathway of Promise, 

xc — ruth's entreaty, 

Ruthi. l6, 17. 

Daughter of Moab ! through whose sacred 

line 
The world's Redeemer spruhg-^what lofty 

thoughts 
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Are these, which Icindling hallowed passions, 

thrill 
Through every fibre of thy tender frame 1 
Affection's chain — that golden link of love — 
Tempered by power invisible, on forge 
Of an earthly monld— binds in its clasp 
Thy noble spirit; and its hold retains 
More firm than ivy belts the knotted oak. 
Exalted soul ! from whose expiring breath. 
On heavenly pinions borne, immortal words 
Glanced down to shine on inspiration's page. 
Hear, widowed parent, thy sad daughter's voice 
Invoking fond regard — rhear, while in tones 
Of sweet though mournful cadence, every chord 
Responsive vibrates to thy stern behest. — 
" Intreat me not to leave thee, to return. 
And bid adieu to thee, my chiefest care, 
My staff — my hope — my greatest earthly joy ! 
Oh ! send me not away, elsewhere to seek, 
Apart from thee, a friend, I ne'er shall find. 
Hence, vain belief, that I can sojourn still 
Where erst I dwelt — or would again enslave 
My soul to idols, and dishonour God ! 
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To thee I fondly cleave, and wheresoe'ef 
Thou goest, there I will go — ^thy lodging mine. 
In Bethlehem's land thy people I will own 
And dwell amongst; the God whom thou 

adorest 
Him will I worship, honour, and adore ; 
What time, what place, Death calls, and to 

himself 
Secures thee, as a tenant of the grave. 
That die on me be cast — -Death wing me 

hence 
To that same tomb — my mother's last abode!" 
Thus, like a long-pent torrent, bursting forth. 
And bearing down its flood-gates, spoke the 

maid 
From the overflowing of her swollen heart 
Lord J be it mine, through every stage of this 
Brief remnant of my days, on higher ground 
To trace, and tread Ruth's virtuous steps.-^ 
Mine be the firm resolve, the wish to walk 
Faithful to Thee — a Father to us all. 
Forsake me not, O Lord, my heart Thou 

knowest, 
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Thou knowest I love Thee well, and am pre- 
pared, 
The things of time and senise to yield. 
And run the course Thy footsteps trod — yea, 

e'en to death ! 
'Twas when within Thy harrowed breast, the 

sword 
Of angfuish sank — and angry billows heaved 
From lowest depths, dashed o*er Thy aching 

heart; 
Twas when in venomed gall, man's heinous 

guilt, 
Man's foul transgression dipped her bearded 

shaft. 
And with unerring aim, Thou, spotless one ! 
Fastened the iron 'neath Thy inmost soul, — 
Twas then the Lord Jehovah heard Thy 

prayer 
From heaven's high throne, and o'er Thy 

darkened brow. 
Shot from His countenance streams of light 

and joy. 
Oh ! may that God be mine ! whose fiat sways, 
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Whose mighty arm controls, the heavens above 
And earth beneath, and all created things ! 
With Thee to dwell, this trembling spirit pants. 
Through -every change, and chance of life— 

in pain. 
In sickness — ^yea, in adverse times, not less 
Than when Thy choicest gifts around me 

shine. 
Soon as Thy mandate cites, this shackled soul 
Shall spring aloft — freed from its prisoned 

hold— 
And this frail flesh, inhearsed, shall rest 
Until the trumpet sound, aod waJce the slunv 

bering dust ! 
Then ransomed from the tomb. Lord, let me 

rise 
On seraph'« wings, to meet Thee, and to dwell 
Before Thy throne — ^then mingle with the 

. saints. 
And in sweet melody, on golden harps 
Strike heavenly music — chanting in full choir 
The everlasting praises of my God ! 

Rev. J. Hill. 
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XCI. 

» 

Be it joy or sorrow, 

Which lieth in thy way, 
Remove not to the morrow 
What Cometh for to-day — ■ 
But whatsoe'er God giveth, rise and take 
straightway. 

Deferrest thou the sweet ? 

'Tis gone thy grasp before — 
' The pain thou wilt not meet, 
The longer presseth sore — 
Since for all bitter fear thou hast but time 
the more. 

So, when cometh either^ 

Make no vain delay. 
Good it 43 for neither — 
Pleasure will decay. 
And double weight of pain will sorrow on 
thee lay. 

L 



ilMMttfH 






I 



146 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

Pluck, when the call thou hearest, 

Ere it fades, the flower ; 
Do the thing thou fearest, 
So the fear is o*er; 
And thus a double bloom springs forth from 
pleasure's store. 

Never joy or sorrow, 

Which Cometh for to-day, 
Remove unto the morrow ; 
But rise to take straightway 
That which the hand of God doth now 
before thee lay. 



XCIL— FOR A WAKEFUL NIGHT. 

Now darkness over all is spread, 
No sounds the stillness break, 

Ah ! when shall these sad hours be fled ? 
Am I alone awake ? 
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Ah no, I do not wake alone, 

Alone I do not sleep, 
Around me ever watcheth One 

Who wakes with those who weep. 

On earth it is so dark and drear, 
With Him so calm and bright, 

The stars in solemn radiance clear 
Shine there through all the night, 

Tis when the lights of earth are gone, 

The heavenly glories shine ; 
When other comfort I have none, 

Thy comfort. Lord, is mine. 

Be still, my throbbing heart, be still. 

Cast off thy weary load, 
And make His holy will thy will, 

And rest upon thy God. 

How many a time the night hath come, 

Yet still returned the day ; 
How many a time thy cross, thy gloom 

Ere now hath passed away, 

L 2 
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And these dark hours of anxious pain, 
Which now oppress thee sore, 

I know will vanish soon again, 
Then I shall fear no more. 

For when the night hath lasted long, 

We know the morn is near, 
And when the trial's sharp and strong - 

Our help shall soon appear. 

Pastor Josephsen. — Lyra Germanica. 



XCIII.^— ST. BERNARD 
On the Death of his Brother. 

He Is taken away> and with him all my 
joys have departed; new cares rush on, new 
troubles beat against me, and on all sides I 
am compassed by perplexities, and alone. 
These are all that remain to me now thou 
art absent, apd alone \ groan under the 
burden — nevertheless it is fit that I should 
live, though in sadness, and bitterness. 
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Flow, then, my tears, since you would fain 
be shed ; let the floodgates of my eyes be 
opened, and pour forth tears for the sins 
which have drawn down on me this chastise- 
ment. Yet though I be in heaviness, I repine 
not. The Lord hath shown Himself at once 
just and merciful; He hath given, He hath 
taken away — and, while we deplore the loss 
of our brother, let us not forget that he was 
given to us. Thou hast but called for Thine 
own ; Thou hast taken that which belonged 
to Thee. And now my tears put an end to 
my words — I pray Thee teach me how to put 
an end to my tears. 

Rays of Sunlight for Dark Days. 



XCIV. — SURSAM CORDA. 

Go up, go up, my heart ! 

Dwell with thy God above ; 
For here thou canst not rest, 

Nor here give out thy love. 



or 
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Go up, go up, my heart ! 

Be not a trifler here ; 
Ascend above these clouds, 

Dwell in a higher sphere. 

Let not thy love flow out 
To things so soiled and dim. 

Go up to heaven and God, 
Take up thy love to Him. 

Waste not thy precious store 
On creature-love below, 

To God that wealth belongs, 
On Him that wealth bestow. 

Go up, reluctant heart ! 

Take up thy rest above ; 
Arise, earth-clinging thoughts ! 

Ascend, my lingering love. 



BONAR. 






xcv. 

It is a great truth, wonderful as it is un- 
deniable, that ^11 our happiness, temporal, 
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spiritual, and eternal, consists in one thing, 
namely, in resigning ourselves to God, and 
in leaving ourselves with Him to do with us, 
and in us, just as He pleases. 

Madame Guyon. 



XCVI.— HAST THOU A CARE? 

Hast thou a care, whose pressure dread 
Expels sweet slumber from thy bed ? 
To thy Redeemer take that care. 
And change anxiety to prayer. 

Hast thou a hope, from which thy heart 
Would feel it almost' death to part ? 
Entreat the Lord that hope to crown. 
Or give thee strength to lay it down. 

Hast thou a friend, whose image dear 
May prove an idol worshipped here ? 
Implore the Lord that nought may be 
A shadow between heaven and thee. 
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Whate'er the care that breaks thy rest, 
Whatever the wish that swells thy breast, 
Spread before God that wish, that care. 
And change anxiety to prayer. 

Rays of Sunlight for Dark Days, 



XCVII. 

Yes, let the future smile or mourn, 

To us a glorious place is given, 
With the great Church of the first-born, 

Whose names are registered in heaven — 
Beyond the bounds of Time's expansion. 

Where change and sorrow never come. 
We are journeying to the promised mansion. 

Made ready in our Father's home. 
Friends, kindred, loving, and beloved. 

That wont on earth our lot to cheer. 
Thither are, one by one, removed, 

And we shall find them settled there ; 
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Enough ! though sin, and pain, and death, 

This transitory world infest, 

Those who attain to Abraham's faith. 

Shall be with faithful Abraham blest. 

Hankinson. 



XCVIIL — TEACH ME TO LIVE. 

Teach me to live ! — 'tis easier far to die — 
Gently and silently to pass away — 

On earth's long night to close the heavy eye. 
And waken in the realms of glorious day. 

Teach me that harder lesson — how to live. 
To serve Thee in the darkest paths of life ; 

Arm me for conflict now — fresh vigour give. 
And make me more than conqueror in the 
strife. 

Teach me to live ! Thy purpose to fulfil : 
Bright, for Thy glory, let my taper shine ! 

Each day renew, remould this stubborn will ; 
Closer round Thee my heart's affections 
twine. 
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Teach me to live for self and sin no more. 
But use the time remaining to me yet ; 

Not mine own pleasure seeking as before — - 
Wasting no precious hours in vain r^ret* 

Teach me to live ! no idler let me be, 

But in Thy service hand and heart employ ; 

Prepare to do Thy bidding cheerfully : 
Be this my highest and my holiest joy ! 

Teach me to live ! my daily cross to bear, 
Nor murmur, though I bend beneath the 
load; 
Only be with me ; let me feel Thee near : 
Thy smile sheds gladness on the darkest 
road. 

Teach me to live, and find my life in Thee — 
Looking from earth and earthly things 
away: 
Let me not falter, but untiringly 

Press on, and gain new strength and power 
each day. 
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Teach me to live ! with kindly words for all — 
Wearing no cold, repulsive brow of gloom ; 

Waiting with cheerful patience till Thy call 
Summons my spirit to her heavenly home. 



XCIX. — PRAY. 

Be not afraid to pray, to pray is right ; 

Pray, if thou canst, with hope ; but ever pray, 

Though hope be sick or weak with long delay ; 

Pray in the darkness, if there be no light. 

Far is the time, remote from human sight. 

When war and discord on the earth shall cease, 

Yet every prayer for universal peace 

Avails that blessed time to expedite. 

Whatever is good to wish, ask that of heaven. 

Though it be what thou . canst not hope to 

see; 

Pray to be perfect, though material leaven 

Forbid thy spirit so on earth to be. 

But if for any wish thou darest not pray. 

Then pray to God to cast that wish away. 

Hartley Coleridge. 
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* 
C. — DEW. 

" Oh ! dearest mother, tell me, pray, 
Why are the dewdrops gone so soon ? 

Could they not stay till close of day, 

To twinkle on the flowery spray, 

Or on the fields till noon ! " 

" My child, 'tis said such beauteous things, 
Too often loved with vain excess. 

Are swept away by angel wings, 

Before contamination clings 

To their pure loveliness. 

" Behold yon rainbow brightening yet. 
To which all mingled hues are given ; 

There are thy dewdrops grandly set 
In a resplendent coronet, 
Upon the brow of heaven. 

" No earthly stain can reach them there ; 

Woven with sunbeams, there they shine, 
A transient vision of the air, 

But yet a symbol pure and fair 
Of love and peace divine." 
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The boy looked upward, into space, 
With eager and enquiring eyes. 

And o'er his sweet and thoughtful face 
Came a faint glory and a grace 
Transmitted from the skies. 

With the last odorous sigh of May, 

That child beneath the flowers was laid ; 

Like dew his spirit passed away, 
To mingle in eternal day 
With angels perfect made. 



CI. — FAR BETTER. 

O SAFE at home, where the dark tempter 
roams not; 

How have I envied thy far happier lot ! 
Already resting where the evil comes not ; 

The tear, the toil, the woe, the sin forgot. 

O safe in port, where the rough billow breaks 
not; 
Where the wild sea-moan saddens thee no 
more ; 
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Where the remorseless stroke of tempest 
shakes not; 
When, when shall I, too, gain that tranquil 
shore ? 

bright, amid the brightness all eternal ; 
When shall I breathe with thee the pure air, 

Air of a land whose clime is ever vernal, 
A land without a serpent or a snare ? 

Away above these scenes of guilt and folly, 
Beyond this desert's heat and dreariness — 

Safe in the city of the ever holy, 

Let me make haste to join thy earlier bliss. 

Another battle fought, and oh ! not lost — 
Tells of the ending of this fight and thrall ; 

Another ridge of time's lone moorland cross'd 
Gives nearer prospect of the jasper wall. 

Just gone within the veil, where I shall follow. 
Not far before me, hardly out of sight, — 

1 down beneath thee, in this cloudy hollow. 
And thou above me, on yon sunny height. 
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Gone to begin a new and happier story, 
The bitterer tale of earth now told and 
done ; 
These outer shadows, for that inner glory, 
Exchanged for ever— oh! thrice blessed 
one. 

Oh ! freed from fetters of this lonesome prison, 
How I shall greet thee in that day of days, 

When He who died, yea, rather who is risen, 
Shall these frail frames from dust and dark- 
ness raise. 

BONAR. 



CII. — LINES 

Written by Bishop Vidal, on being urged to take '*Rest," 
very shortly before his death. 

Who spoke of " rest ? " there is a rest above ! 
No rest on earth for me— on, on, to do 
My Father's business ! He who sent me here 
Appointed me my time on earth to bide, 
And set me all my work to do for Him, — 
He will supply me, His sufficient grace 
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Upholding, comforting, sustaining grace, 
<jrace to be doing — to be suffering, 
Not to be resting. — ^There is a rest above. 
Rest is in Jesus ; Jesus is in heaven, 
Therefore is rest in heaven, my rest is there ! 



Cin. — LOST OPPORTUNITIES. 

How often in our daily life, in the social 
intercourse which we hold with our fellow- 
men, if we will not bear witness for Christ 
on the moment, we cannot do so at all. If 
we will not throw ourselves into the gap at 
the instant, then, while we are deliberating, 
while we are mustering our tardy forces, the 
gap is closed, and it becomes impossible for 
us to do at all what we would not do at 
once. The stream of conversation flows on, 
and cannot be brought back to the point 
where it then was. The pernicious maxim 
was left unreproved ; the word dishonourable 
to God, or injurious to His servants, to His 
truth, was suffered to pass by unrebuked; 
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and it must continue so now, for that word 
which we would not speak at once, we cannot 
now speak at all. We may sleep on, and take 
our rest ; for the time when we might have 
served God, and the cause of His truth in 
this matter, is past. 

R. C. Trench, Archbishop of Dublin, 
CIV. — I TIMOTHY VI. 12. 

Fighting the battle of Life ! 

With a weary heart and head ; 
For in the midst of the strife. 

The banners of joy are fled ; — 

Fled and gone out of sight. 
When I thought they were so near, 

And the music of hope this night 
Is dying away on my ear. 

Fighting the whole day long. 

With a very tired hand, — 
With only my armour strong — 

The shelter in which I stand. 

M 
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There is nothing left of me^ — 
If all my strength were shown. 

So small the amount would be. 

Its presence could scarce be known. 

Fighting alone to-night, — 

With not e'en a stander-by 
To cheer me in the fight. 

Or to hear me when I cry. 

Only the Lord can hear, — 

Only the Lord can see 
The struggle within how dark and drear, 

Though quiet the outside be. 

Fighting alone to-night ! 

With what a sinking heart ! — 
Lord Jesus, in the fight. 

Oh ! stand not Thou apart ! — 

Body and mind have tried 
To make the field my own ; 

But when the Lord is on my side 
He doeth the work alone. 
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And when He hideth His face, 

And the battle-clouds prevail, 
It is only through His grace 

That I do not utterly fail. 

• 

The word of old was true, 

And its truth shall never cease, 

" The Lord shall fight for you, 
And ye shall hold your peace." 

Lord, I would fain be still 

And quiet behind my shield ; 
But make me to love Thy will. 

For fear I should ever yield. 

Nothing but perfect trust, 

And love of Thy perfect will, 
Can raise me out of the dust, 

And bid my fears be still. 

Lord, fix my eyes on Thee, 

And fill my heart with Thy love ; 

And keep my soul till the shadows flee. 
And the light breaks forth above. 

M 2 
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CV. 

"This is a hard saying, who can bear it?" 
were the words of some Disciples who heard, 
but understood not, the mystery of Christ's 
teaching, and who went back and walked no 
more with Him. And, verily, the hardness 
of an affliction ofttimes proves heavier to be 
borne than its weight, though it be crushing, 
or its point, though it be piercing. At times 
the rebellious heart says that it is undeserved, 
at times that it is not needful, at times that 
it was cruel — ^it makes the perceptive power 
of man, the measure of the wisdom of the 
Lord ; it fain would make its feeling. His rule 
of action. We may feel grieved, we must 
never feel aggrieved by any dispensation of 
woe — we grieve, and we submit — we are 
aggrieved, and we rebel. 

He who thinks himself aggrieved by aught 
that God's hand hath done, ishall hear from 
God's mouth the words, "Friend, I do thee 
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no wrong." No hard dealing comes from the 
hand of the Lord. It may be that the very- 
hardness with which brightness is parted from, 
shows that we are wedded to brightness too 
much. Put from thee, then, all hard thoughts 
of God in this dark hour; what is too hard 
for flesh and blood, will be made easy by the 
working of the Holy Ghost. The Lord hath 
led the way; He exchanged the brightness 
of the Mount of transfiguration for the dark 
picture of a child torn of the Devil ; He 
passed from the upper chamber, where He 
ate the Passover with His disciples, to the 
garden of Gethsemane, where they all for- 
sook Him and fled. 

Rev. p. B. Power. 



CVI. — PSALM LXII. 5. 

Oh foolish heart, be still ! 

And vex thyself no more, 
Wait thou for God, until 

He opens pleasure's door ; 
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Thou knowest not what is good for thee, 

But God doth know ;— r 
Let Him thy strong reliance be, 

And rest thee so. 



He counted all my days. 

And every joy and tear, 
Ere I knew how to praise, 

Or e'en had learned to fear. 
Before I Him, my Father knew. 

He called me child ; 
His help has guarded me all through 

This weary wild. 

The least of all my cares 

Is not to Him unknown. 
He sees and He prepares 

The pathway for His own : 
And what His hand assigns to me. 

That serves my peace ; 
The greatest burden it might be, 

Yet joys increase. 
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I live no more on earth, 

Nor seek my full joy here ; 
The world seems little worth 

When heaven is shining clear : 
Yet joyfully I go my way, 

So free, so blest. 
Sweetening my toil from day to day 

With thoughts of rest 

Give ne, my Lord, whatever 

Wil bind my heart to Thee, 
For tlat I make my prayer. 

And know Thou hearest me ; 
But al that might keep back my soul — 

Make Thee forgot — 
Though of earth-good it were the whole ; 

Oh ! give it not ! 

Vhen sickness and distress 

Fill all my soul with fear, 
\nd men their hate express, 

My sky shall still be clear — 
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Then wait I, Lord, and wait for Thee, 

And I am still — 
Though mine should unaccomplished be. 

Do Thou Thy will. 

Thou art the strength and stay 

Of every weary soul. 
Thy wisdom rules the way. 

Thy pity does control. 
What ill can happen unto me. 

When Thou art near ? 
Thou wilt, oh Lord ! my helper be: 

I will not fear. 

C. T. GiLLERT. 
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CVII. — ^FOR THE CHURCH MILITANT. 

Waiting to cross the river, 

Where saints have crossed before ; 

Waiting to catch the echo 
Of voices from that shore. 
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The glorious Church Triumphant 
Now reigning with their God, 

Like you, once bathed with tears 
Their weary thorn-strewn road. 



Oh, blessed band of heaven f 

Sighing to reach your home. 
Restrain your earnest longing, 

Your time is not yet come. 
A few more nights of weeping, 

A few more days of strife. 
And death's last shade shall vanish 

In the dawn of endless life. 

Though it IS not yours to mingle 

Your voices with that throng. 
In the glorious " Alleluias " 

Of the Spirit's new-made song : — 
Still you can catch the echo 

Of those celestial strains, 
Wafted across the river, 

From the immortal plains I 
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Though yours is not the glory 

Which the '* many mansions " know. 
Oft a beam from heaven descendeth 

In softest light below ; 
Its purest radiance resteth 

Where the mourner's tears are found. 
Where the Cross's holy shadow 

Falls on the pilgrim's ground. 

Yours is the soldier's warfare, 

The armour and the sword. 
Beneath the holy banner 

Of your Captain and your Lord. 
Oh, blest, though tried, Church Militant ! 

A few more years of strife 
Will bring you through the sorrows 

Of this transitory life. 

Press on ! across the river. 

Where the golden gates gleam bright. 
There are strains of love which greet you. 

From the saints who " walk in white," 
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And many a voice is calling — 

A fond familiar tone, 

From the glorious Church Triumphant, 

Around the Father's throne ! 

H. M. C. 



CVIII. — THE OFFERING. 

I SEE them fading round me, 

The beautiful, the bright, 
As the rose-red lights that darken 

At the falling of the night. 

I had a lute, whose music 
Made sweet the summer wind. 

But the broken strings have vanished. 
And no song remains behind. 

I had a lovely garden. 

Fruit and flowers on every bough. 
But the frost came too severely — 

'Tis decayed and blighted now. 
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That lute is like my spirits. 

They have lost their buoyant tone ; 

Crushed and shattered, they've forgotten 
The glad note^ once their own. 

And my mind is like that garden, 

It has spent its early store : 
And wearied, and exhausted. 

It has no strength for more. 

I will look on them as warnings. 
Sent less in wnrath than love. 

To call the being homeward — 
To its other home above. 

As the Lesbian, in false worship. 
Hung her harp upon the shrine, 

When the world lost its attraction. 
So will I offer mine. 

But in another spirit, 

With a higher hope and aim, 

And in a holier temple, 
And to a holier name. 
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I offer up affections, 

Void, violent, and vain ; 
I offer years of sorrow, 

Of the mind and body's pain. 

I offer up my memory — 
Tis a drear and darkened page, 

Where experience has been bitter, 
And whose youth has been like age. 

I offer hopes, whose folly 

Only after-thoughts can know. 

For, instead of seeking heaven. 
They were chained to earth below ! 

Saying, wrong and grief have brought me 

To Thine altar as a home ; 
I am sad and broken-hearted, 

And therefore am I come. 

Let the Incense of my sorrow 

Be on high a sacrifice ; 
The worn and contrite spirit 

Thou alone wilt not despise ! 

L. £. Landon. 
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CIX. — THE HAPPIEST TIME. 

When are we happiest? when the light of 
morn 
Wakes the young roses from their crimson 
rest; 
When cheerful sounds, upon the fresh winds 
borne, 
Till man resumes his work with blither 
zest; 
While the bright waters leap from rock to 
glen- 
Are we the happiest then ? 

Alas ! those roses ! they will fade away, 
And thunder-tempests will deform the 
sky; 
And summer-heats bid the spring-buds decay, 
And the clear sparkling fountain may be 
dry; 
And nothing beauteous may adorn the scene, 
To tell what has been ! 
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Are we the happiest, when the evening hearth 

Is circled with its crown of living flowers ? 
When goeth round the laugh of harmless mirth, 
And when affection from her bright urn 
showers 
Her richest balm on the dilating heart ? 
Bliss ! is it there thou art ? 

Oh no ! — not there ; it would be happiness 
Almost like heaven's, if it might always be ; 

Those brows without one shading of distress. 
And wanting nothing but eternity ; 

But they are things of earth, and pass away, 
They must, they must decay. 

Those voices must grow tremulous with years, 
Those smiling lips must wear a tinge of 
gloom ; 
Those sparkling eyes be quenched in bitter 
tears, 
And at the last close darkly in the tomb. 
If happiness depend on them alone. 
How quickly is it gone ! 
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When are we happiest, then? — oh! when 

resigned 

To whatsoe'er our cup of life may brim ; 

When we can know ourselves but weak and 

blind 

Creatures of earth! and trust alone in 

Him 

Who giveth in His mercy, joy, or pain : 

Oh ! we are happiest then ! 

M. A. Browne. 



ex. — TO-MORROW. 

To-morrow is that lamp upon the marsh, 
which a traveller never reacheth ; 

To-morrow, the rainbow's cup, coveted prize 
of ignorance ; 

To-morrow, the shifting anchorage, dangerous 
trust of mariners ; 

To-morrow, the wrecker's beacon^ wily snare 
of the destroyer. 

Reconcile convictions with delay, and to- 
morrow is a fatal lie ; 
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Frighten resolutions into actions, to-morrow 

IS a wholesome truth ; 
I must, for I fear to-morrow; this is the 

Cassava's food ; 
Why should I ? let me trust to-morrow, this 

is the Cassava's poison. 
Lo, it is the even of to-day— *-a day so lately, 

a to-morrow ; 
Where are those high resolves, those hopes of 

yester-night ? 
O faint, fond heart, still shall thy whisper be, 

to-morrow, 
And must the growing avalanche of sin roll 

down that easy slope ? 
Alas, it is ponderous, and moving on in might 

that a Sisyphus may not stop it ; 
But haste thee, with the lever of a prayer, and 

stem its course to-day : 
For its race may speedily be run, and this 

poor hut, thyself, 
Be whelmed in death and suffocating guilt, 

that dreary Alpine snow-wreath. 

N 
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Pensioiier <^ life, be vise, and heed a brother s 

cxHinsd; 
I also am a beadsman, with scrip and staff, 

as thou: 
Wouldst thou be bold against the past, and 

all its evil memories, 
Wouldst thou be safe amid the present, its 

dangers and temptations, 
Wouldst thou be hopeful of the future, vag^e 

though it be, and endless ? 
Haste thee, repent, believe, obey ! thou stand- 

est in the courage of a l^on. 
Commend the past to God, with all its irre- 

vocable harm. 
Humbly, but in cheerful trust, and banish 

vain regrets ; 
Come to Him, continually come, casting all 

the present at His feet. 
Boldly, but in prayerful love, and fling off 

selfish cares ; 
Commit the future to His will, the viewless, 
fated future, 
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Zealously go forward with integrity, and God 
will bless thy faith, 

For that, feeble as thou art, there is with thee 
a mighty Conqueror, 

Thy friend, the same for ever, yesterday, to- 
day, to-morrow : 

That Friend, changeless as eternity, Himself 
shall make thee friends 

Of those thy foes transformed, yesterday, to- 
day, and to-morrow. 

Martin Tupper. 



CXI. — CHRISTIAN ENERGY. 
"Let us be going." 

There were two ways open to our Lord in 
which to submit to His doom. He might 
have waited for it; instead of which. He 
went to meet the soldiers. He took up the 
Cross; the cup of anguish was not forced 
between His lips. He took it with His own 
hands, and drained it quickly to the last 
drop. In after years the disciples under- 
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stood the lesson, and acted on it. They 
did not wait till persecution overtook them; 
they braved the Sanhedrim : they fronted 
the world. They proclaimed aloud the un- 
popular and unpalatable doctrines of the 
Resurrection and the Cross. Now, in this 
there lies a principle. Under no conceiv- 
able set of circumstances are we justified in 
sitting — 

" By the poUon'd springs of life» 
Waiting for the morrow 
Which shall free us from the strife." 

Under no circumstances, whether of pain, or 
grief, or disappointment, or irreparable mis- 
take, can it be true that there is not some- 
thing to be done^ as well as something to be 
suffered. And thus it is that the spirit of 
Christianity draws over our life, not a leaden 
cloud of remorse and despondency, but a sky 
— not perhaps of radiant, but yet — of most 
serene and chastened and manly hope. There 
IS a past, which is gone for ever; but there is 

a future, which is still our own. 

Rev, T. W. Robertson. 
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CXII.— JOB III. 17. 

Rest, rest from anxious thought, 
From pressing, hurrying care ! 

Rest, here so vainly sought. 
So richly furnished there. 

Oh ! Saviour dear, how sweet 'twill be, 

To rest my weary head on Thee. 

Peace, peace, a calm repose. 

No shadows hovering still 
Around, of coming woes. 

Peace shall each bosom fill. 
Oh ! Saviour dear, how sweet 'twill be. 
To be at peace because with Thee. 

Vigour and strength shall there 

In mind and body reign, 
No conflict there shall wear 

Me with unceasing'pain. 
Oh ! Saviour dear, how sweet *twill be, 
With perfect powers to worship Thee. 

E. W. — Hymns for the Church on Earth, 
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CXIII. — ^THE DRAP O' DEW. 

Confide ye aye in Providence, 

For Providence is kind. 
And bear ye a' life's changes, 

Wi' a calm and tranquil mind — 
Though pressed and hemmed on every side, 

Hae faith and ye*ll win through 
For ilka blade o' grass 

Ke'ps its ain " drap o' dew." 

In lang, lang days o' simmer. 

When the clear and cloudless sky 
Refuses a wee drap o' rain. 

To nature parched and dry ; 
The genial night, with radiant breathy 

Makes verdure spring anew, 
For ilka blade o' grass 

Ke'ps its ain ** drap o' dew." 

When reft frae friens> or crossed in love. 
As whiles nae doubt youVe been. 

Grief lies deep hidden in the hearty 
Or tears rin frae the e'en — 
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Believe it's for the best, and trow 

There's gude in store for you, 
For ilka blade o' grass 

Ke'ps its ain ** drap o' dew." 

And lest, 'mid Fortune's sunshine, 

We should look too proud an' high. 
And in our pride forget to wipe 

The tear frae ither's eye, 
Some wee, wee clouds of sorrow come. 

We ken na where or hoo ; 
^For ilka blade o' grass 

Ke'ps its ain " drap o' dew." 



CXIV. — THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 

Why, beloved, need we put on gloom, or 
despond, as years pass onward } What if 
the earth be changed, and we in it? What 
if a glory pass away from Nature ? What if 
the combat, in which we are engaged, have 
lost its romance and its freshness; the edge 
of the sword be no longer sharp, nor the 
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shield impenetrable, nor the armour bright 
as once; let the battered soldier hold on, 
steadfast to his trust, to the last, for the day 
of battle is wearing onward, the sweet hour 
of rest is near, and, with rest, the palm of 
victory. 

Oh! dear friends, during the year that is 
now coming, may every one of us stand fast 
in God. It may bring deeper sorrows, bit- 
terer trials, subtler temptations, than we have 
ever yet known ; if they come, may we be 
ready to suffer, to endure, to resist, through 
Christ which strengtheneth us. It may come, 
as the storm, beating on our house, and raging 
round its walls ; may it stand in that day, 
being founded upon the rock. It may come, 
as the treacherous sunshine, to lure us out 
from our shelter, and destroy us; may we 
mistrust it, and hold on fast by our God. 
May the new year be happy to us all, as 
every year must be to those who have found 
the secret of happiness ; may the year be 
new to us all, an opening course of more 
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usefulness, more grace, more humility, more 
likeness to Christ Then we have nothing 
to fear from it; for, "Whether we live, we 
live unto the Lord ; or, whether we die, we 
die unto the Lord; whether, therefore, we 
live or die, we are the Lord's." "Therefore, 
my dearly beloved brethren, be ye steadfast, 
unmoveable, always abounding in the work of 
the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your 
labour is not in vain in the Lord/* 

Rev. H. Alford, Dean of Canterbury, 



CXV. — FLOWERS. 

Spake full well in language quaint and olden, 
One who dwelleth by the castled Rhine, 

When he called the flowers so blue and golden 
Stars that in earth's firmament do shine. 

Stars they are wherein we read our history, 
As astrologers and seers of eld ; 

Yet not wrapped about with awful mystery 
Like the burning stars which they beheld. 



-^ 



i86 ECHOES OF MANY VOICES 

Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 
God hath written in those stars above ; 

But not the less in the bright flowerets under us 
Stands the revelation of His love. 

Bright and glorious is that revelation. 

Written all over this great world of ours ; 

Making evident our own creation. 

In these stars of earth, these golden flowers. 

And the poet, faithful and far-seeing. 
Sees alike in stars and flowers a part 

Of the self-same, universal being, 
Which is throbbing in his brain and heart 

Gorgeous flowerets, in the sunlight shining, 
Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day. 

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining, 
Buds that open only to decay. 

Brilliant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tissues, 
Flaunting gaily in the golden light ; 

Large desires, with most uncertain issues. 
Tender wishes, blossoming at night ! 
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These, in flowers and men, are more than 
seeming ; 

Workings are they of the self-same powers, 
Which the poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Seeth in himself and in the flowers. 

Everywhere about us are they glowing, 
Some, like stars, to tell us spring is bom ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears overflowing. 
Stand, like Ruth, amid the golden com ; 

Not alone in Spring's armorial bearing, 
And in Summer's green, emblazoned field, 

But in arms of brave old Autumn's wearing, 
In the centre of his brazen shield : 

Not alone in meadows and green alleys. 
On the mountain-top, and by the brink 

Of sequestered pools, in woodland valleys. 
Where the slaves of nature stoop to drink : 

Not alone, in her vast dome of glory, 
Not on graves of bird and beast alone, 

Byt in old cathedrals, high and hoary, 
On the tombs of heroes, carved in stone : 



-d 



^ 



i88 ECHOES OF MAMY VOICES 

In the cottage of the rudest peasant^ 

In ancestral homes, whose crumbling towers 

Speaking of the past unto the present, 
Tell us of the ancient games of flowers ; 

In all places, then, and in all seasons, 

Flowers expand their light and soul-like 
wings. 

Teaching us by most persuasive reasons, 
How akin they are to human things. 

And with childlike, credulous affection, 

We behold their tender buds expand) 

Emblems of our own great resurrection, 

Embleftis of the bright and better land. 

Longfellow. 



/ 



cxvi. — "oh! look not back." 

Oh, look not back ! lest memories awaken 
Mournful and deep as that low sigh ! 

Peace may return, when hope hath long for- 
saken ; 
Hearts maybe calmed, and cruel sorrows die. 
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Oh, leave the past I lest thou in dreams re- 
turning, 
Over thy path in that dim land 
Find there the oft-quenched fires faintly 
burning — 
Streams painted bright on barren desert 
sand ! 

Oh, look not back! for how should soft for- 
getting 
Creep on the soul, lamenting still ? 
What in lost hours was worth thy keen re- 
gretting ? 
False, blinding hopes? or love that time 
could chill ? 

Time teaches well, our worthless treasure 
stealing, 
Loosening the chain of bygone years ? 
Hearts sorely grieved have felt its gentle 
healing, 
Slowly, alas ! it seals the fount of tears. 

Romance of a Dull Life^ 
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CXVII. 
" COULDST THOU NOT WATCH ONE HOUR ? " 

The night is dark; behold, the shade was 
deeper, 
In the old garden of Gethsemane, 
When the calm voice awoke the weary sleeper, 
"Couldst thou not watch one hour alone 
with me ? " 

Oh thou, so weary in thy self-denials t 
And so impatient of thy little cross I 

Is it so hard to bear thy daily trials ? 
To count all earthly things a gainful loss ? 

What if thou always suffer tribulation, 

And if thy Christian warfare never cease ? — 

The gaining of the quiet habitation 
Shall gather thee to everlasting peace. 

But here we all must suffer — ^walking lonely 
The path which Jesus once Himself hath 
gone, 
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Watch thou in patience through this hour 
only, 
This one dark hour, before the eternal dawn. 

The captive's oar may pause upon the galley ; 

The soldier sleep beneath his plumed crest, 

And peace may fold her wing o'er hill and 

valley. 

But thou. Oh Christian ! must not take thy 

rest 

Thou must walk on, however man upbraid 

thee, 

With Him who trod the wine-press all alone, 

Thou wilt not find one human hand to aid 

thee. 

One human soul to comprehend thine own. 

Heed not the images for ever thronging 
From out the fore-gone life thou liv'st no 
more 

Faint-hearted mariner, still art thou longing 
For the dim line of the receding shore ? . 



or 
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Or wilt thou yield thy sure and glorious 
promise, 

For the poor fleeting joys earth can aflford ? 
No hand can take away the treasure from us 

That rests within the keeping of the Lord. 

Poor wandering soul ! I know that thou art 
seeking 

Some easier way — as all have sought before, 
To silence the reproachful inward speaking — • 

Some land-ward path, upon an island shore. 

The cross is heavy in thy human measure, 
The way too narrow for thine inward pride, 

Thou canst not lay thine earthly joy and 
treasure 
At the low footstool of the crucified. 

Oh ! that thy faithless soul for one hour only 
Would comprehend the Christian's perfect 
life, 

Despised with Jesus, sorrowful and lonely. 
Yet calmly looking upward in its strife. 
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In meek obedience to the heavenly Teacher 
Thy weary soul can only find its peace, 

Seeking no aid from any human creature, 
Looking alone to God for His release. 

And He will come in His own time and power 
To set His earnest-hearted children free, 

Watch only through this dark and trying hour, 
And the bright morning yet will break for 
thee! 

BONAR, 

CXVIII. 

The wounded heart is prone to entertain 
Presumptuous thoughts, and feelings which 

arraign 
The appointed course of things, — ^but what 

are we, 
Short-sighted creatures of an hour. 
That we should judge? In part alone we 

see — 
And this but dimly. He who ordereth all, 
Beholdeth all, at once, and to the end : 

o 
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Upon His wisdom and His power 
His mercy and His boundless love we rest, 
I And, resting thus, in humble faith, we know 
Whether the present be for weal or woe, 
For us, whatever is, must needs be best. 

SOUTHEY. 



CXIX. 

Dost thou not know, my new astronomer ! . 
Earth turning from the sun brings night to 

man? 
Man turning from his God brings endless 

, night. 
Where thou canst read no morals, find no 

friend. 

Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 

Young. 

cxx. 

Beside a dying man, the one he loved was 

kneeling, 
O'er^his features, cold and wan, the shades of 

death were stealing, 
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And, as her prayer she stayed, that clammy 

cheek to kiss, 
*'Go on, go on," he said — ^then passed away 

to bliss. 



Go on, go on, the words in her ears are ever 

ringing — 
Above, the very birds go on, go on, are 

singing. 
The stream that gurgles by, the raindrops 

from the eaves — 
Go on, go on, reply, to the rustling of the 

leaves. 

Go on, though broken-hearted and desolate 

thou be, 
The voice of the departed shall still return 

to thee ; 
Amidst the daily fight, o'er care and sorrow 

won, 
In the watches of the night, that voice shall 

say, go on. 

O 2 
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Go otL, though faint and weary, that grief- 
worn form of thine, 

Though, o'er thy pathway dreary, no hope- 
light seem to shine — 

Yet still thou hast a staff ^tis safe to lean 
upon, 

A comfort cup to quaff, then cheerily go 
on. 

Go on, maybe beside thee is the spirit of 
thy lov^ 

And, certainly, to guide thee, is a hand held 
forth above ; 

Go on, go on, for o'er thee watch ever angels' 
eyes. 

And stretching out before thee a better coun- 
try lies. 

Then wrap thy mantle round thee. 
And breast the world's cold blas^ 

Nor doubt nor grief confound thee 
Till all life's journey past— 
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And death's dark valley crossed, 
From sorrow freed and pain, 

Thou lone one and thy lost 
May meet in heaven again. 

Fr<mi the Wife's Manual^ 



CXXI. 

•' Lo, we have left all, and followed Thee."— St. Mark x. 28. 

And hast thou left each cherished sin ? 
Oh ! pause thee, look again within ; — 
The sunbeam on the lake may glow, 
Yet pierce not to the depth below ! 

Look well, is there no earthly care. 
Chafing thy trembling soul in prayer ? 
No thoughts that with their binding chain, 
Would draw thee to the world again ? 

Thy burden thou hast brought of grief. 
And askest of thy Lord relief — * 
And then, as if such prayer were vain^ 
Thou tak'st the burden up again. 
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Help usy oh Lord ! in sorrow's hour 

To trust Thy mercy and Thy power; 

In clouds and tears Thy love to se^ 

Though all be dark, to follow Thee. 

Mrs. Henry Lynch. 
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CXXIL — THE DAY IS DONE. 

The day is don^ and the darkness 
Falls from the wing^s of night, 

As a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight. 

I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist. 
And a feeling of sadness comes o*er me, 

That my soul cannot resist : 

A feeling of sadness and longing 

That is not akin to pain. 
And resembles sorrow only 

As. the mist resembles the rain. 
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Come, read to me some poem, 

Some simple, heartfelt lay, 
That shall soothe this restless feeling. 

And banish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old masters^ 

Not from the bards sublime, 
Whose distant footsteps echo 

Through the corridors of Time ; 

For, like strains of martial music, 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 

Life's endless toil and endeavour; 
And to-night I long for rest 

Read from some humbler poet. 

Whose songs gushed from the heart 

As showers from the clouds of summer 
Or tears from the eyelids start ; 

Who, through long days of labour, 

And nights devoid of ease, 
Still heard in his soul the music 

Of wonderful melodies. 
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Soch scMigs have power to quiet 

The restless poise cS care. 
And come like the benediction 

That follows after prayer. 

Then read frcMn the treasured volume 

The poem of thy choice 
And lend to the rhyme of the poet 

The beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall be filled with music» 
And the cares that infest the day. 

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 

LONGFEUjOW. 



CXXIII. 

Lose not sight of Christ in this dark and 

cloudy day. Learn not from the world to 

serve Christ, but ask Himself the way : the 

world is a false copy, and a deceitful guide 

to follow. 

Rutherford's Letters. 
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CXXIV. 

The God whom Christians worship is not 
merely the divine Author of geometric 
truths, and of the order of the elements. 
This is the belief of the heathen. He is 
not merely a God who watches providen- 
tially over the lives and fortunes of men, 
to bestow a succession of happy years on 
his worshippers. This is the belief of the 
Jew. But the God of Abraham, and of 
Jacob, the God of the Christian, is a God 
of love and of consolation. He is a God 
who fills the soul and the heart which He 
possesses. He is a God who makes them 
feel within their own misery; whose infinite 
grace unites itself with their inmost soul ; 
fills it with humility, and joy, and confi- 
dence, and love ; and makes it impossible 
for them to seek any other end than Him- 
self The God of the Christians is a God 
who causes the soul to feel that He is its 
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only goody that He is its only rest; and 
that it can have no joy but in His love. 

To know God a man must know also his 
own misery and unworthiness, and the need 
he has of a mediator, by whom he may draw 
near to God, and be s^ain united to Him. 
The knowledge of our ruin, without the 
knowledge of Christ, is despair; but the 
knowledge of Christ delivers us both from 
pride and despair, because in Him we dis- 
cern at once our God, our own guilt, and 
the only way of recovery. Jesus Christ is 
not merely God ; but God our Saviour from 
misery. Without Christ, man must remain 
in sin and misery. In Christ, man is deli- 
vered from sin and misery. In Him is 
treasured up all our happiness, our virtue, 
our very life, and light and hope; and out 
of Him there is nothing for us but sin, misery, 

darkness, and despair. 

Blaise Pascal. 
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cxxv. 

Methinks, if ye would know 

How visitations of calamity 

Affect the pious soul, 'tis shown you here. 

Look yonder at the cloud which through the 

sky 
Sailing along, doth, cross in her career 
The rolling moon ; I watched it as it came, 
And deemed the deep opaque would blot her 

beams, 
But, melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs 
In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes 
The orb with richer beauties than her own ; 
Then, passing, leaves her in her light serene. 

SOUTHEY, 

CXXVI. 

Deep though the causes of thankfulness must 
be to every people at peace with others, and 
at unity in itself, there are also causes of fear, 
also a fear greater than of sword or sedition : 
that dependance on God may be forgotten, 
because the bread is given and the water sure ; 
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^-that gratitude to Him may cease, because 
His constancy of protection has taken the sem- 
blance of natural law ; — ^that heavenly hope 
may grow faint amidst the full fruition of the 
world; — ^that selfishness may take the place 
of undemanded devotion, compassion be lost 
in vainglory, and love in dissimulation; that 
enervation may succeed to strength, apathy 
to patience, and the voice of jesting words, 
and foulness of dark thoughts to the earnest 
purity of the girded loins and the burning 
lamp. About the river of human life there 
is a wintry wind, though a heavenly sun- 
shine ; the Iris colours its agitation, the frost 
fixes upon its repose. Let us beware that 
our rest becomes not the rest of stones, 
which, so long as they are torrent-tossed 
and thunder-stricken, maintain their majesty, 
but, when the stream is silent, and the storm 
passed, suffer the grass to cover them and 
the lichen to feed on them, and are ploughed 
down into dust. 

RUSKIN,— ^<>fl5?m Painters, Vof, II, 
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CXXVII. 

Like a bowed lily lies her fair young head, 
Cold in her shroud: colder the heart below! 
No more the feverish pulses come and go ; 

The watchers are the watchers of the dead. 

• 

Sad eyes, that saw her fade, are full of tears ; 

Fond hands, that smoothed her pillow, 
clasped in prayer; 

And love goes wailii^ in its dark despair. 
Till the sweet dawning of God's grace appears. 

Oh! blest the soul whose lips of faith can 

say 
In the storm-lulls of grief, '*Thy will be 

done.*' 
Oh! blest the soul that trusts that holy 

One 

Who in His bosom bears His lambs away. 

Harriet McEwen Kimball. 
From ** Our Little Ones in Heaven,^^ 
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CXXVIII. — THE FOLDED LAMB. 
Isaiah xl. 2. 

Rest for the little sleeper ! 

Joy for the ransom'd soul ! 
Peace for the lonely weeper, 

Dark though the waters roll 

Weep for the little sleeper ; 

Weep — ^it will ease thine heart. 
Though the dull pain be deeper 

Than with the world to part. 

Mighty the conflict in her ! 

How could she face the foe ? 
Rugged the road before her, 

How could the weak one go ? 

She could not climb the mountain ; 

She could not face the foe, 
Lying between life's fountain, 

And this dark vale below. 
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But the kind Shepherd found her, 

Laid her upon His breast, 
Folded His arms around her, 

Hushed her to endless rest 

He bore her up the mountain ; 

He trampled down the foe ; 
He laid her by the fountain. 

Whence the still waters flow. 

Joy, for the little sleeper, 

The gentle, timid lamb. 
Safe with her tender Keeper, 

Could there be sweeter balm ? 

As the dread hour came nearer. 

Closer the tendril clung. 
Growing each moment dearer. 

Though the heart's core was rung. 

Oh ! what are earth's best pleasures, 
Sickening the woe-struck heart ? 

What all its joys and treasures. 
When with the loved we part ? 
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But the long wished-for token^ 
Earnest of peaceful rest, 

Binds up the heart that's broken. 
Soothes the distracted breast. 

Do not, then, droop in sadness, 
Dark though the night may be ; 

There's a bright mom of gladness. 
Mourner, reserved for thee ! 

Yet shall thy loved one greet thee, 
Smiling in heaven's own light ; 

Joying once more to meet thee 
Where there can be no blight 

Grieve not with hopeless sorrow, 
Jesus has felt thy pain ; 

Thy child He did but borrow, 
He'll bring her back again. 

Peace, little loving sleeper. 
Close to thy Saviour's side. 

Housed with thy tender Keeper, 
Safe, for "the Lord has died!" 



R. H. 
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CXXIX.— PSALM LXI. 2. 

These are overwhelming troubles — ^troubles 
which sweep over a man, just as the mighty 
waves of the ocean sweep over and submerge 
the sands. These are troubles which struggle 
with us, as it were, for life and death ; troubles 
which would leave us helpless wrecks; troubles 
which enter into conflict with us in our prime, 
which grapple with us in our health and 
strength, and threaten to conquer us by- 
sheer force, no matter how bravely we con- 
tend. Such trouble the Psalmist knew: — 
"When my heart is overwhelmed, lead me 
to the Rock that is higher than I." It is 
not, however, in this class of trouble alone 
that we have need to take up the Psalmist*^ 
determination, and Sciy, " I will cry unto 
Thee." There is but one refuge in trouble, 
small or great, and if we seek any other, we 
shall assuredly increase our distress ; He who 
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is our refuge in the greater, will not refuse to 
be our refuge in the lesser also; the same 
love that will befriend us in the overwhelm- 
ings of trouble, will not cast us; off in the 
time of perpfexities and provocations. 

Rev. p. R Power.—*/ Wills^ of the Psalm. 



cxxx. 

Go forth among those whom God h^s givQfl. 
t<> lov^ you and to be beloved, and for Qveiy 
soul-thrilling glance^ for every kindly sym* 
pathy and tend^i^ word, for all sweet coupsqI 
and {M-ecious unity, thank Him without whose 
love all earthly sympathies would be^v^ been 
but a name, all earthly tenderness would h^ve 
been but as the foolishness oi idolatry. Go 
back, in memory, to the days of '' iQng ago ; " 
recall the wind tempered to the shorn lamb; 
the strong wave of temptation breasted'; tine, 
hurtful thing, to which your soul clung, re- 
moved out of your path; the right. w?kk. 
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chosen for you, instead of the wrong way 
which you had chosen for yourself; the 
itieai^ure of affliction meted out which you 
fequired; the friends Selected whom your 
soul needed ; the breathing*time granted Which 
your tried and struggling spirit yearned for. 
Oh! thank your God for it all. He it is 
who has been your guide through the waste 
howling wilderness, and the brightener of all 
green places with His smile. Go deep within 
the chambers of your soul, see there the 
bright hope smiling, and the light shining, 
and the new heart struggling, and the old 
sins staggering and falling; listen, then, to 
the voice which whispers all tender things of 
the love "unspeakable;" behold, then, the 
holy and adorned temple, rising, stone by 
stone, on the ruins of the chamber of ima- 
gery; meditate upon the bright, sinless, vic- 
torious future; upon the palm and crown 
which you shall cast at the feet of the 
Saviour; upon the new song, which you 
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shall sing to the slain Lamb, who so loved 
your soul even unto the death; and then, 
thank Him, though breathlessly aod voice- 
lessly, for the great things He has done 
for you, who have done such small things 
for Him. 

Work. 
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I ask you (me question, not -what your sins 97 

I know not the way I am going xx 

I like that ancient Saxon phrase, wfaidi calls 66 

In poverty and loneliness xo4 

lo, vo piangendo i miei passati temfu a 

I sat and mused,— 4t was a day x8 

I see them fading round me 171 

I remember how I loved her 4x 

Is thy cruse of comfort wasting? rise, and share it with another . . 57 

It is of real importance to the circle around xa 

It is a great truth, wonderful as it is undeniable X50 

It is not that thy words were full xax 

It is true that changes and vidssitndes will come X39 

It was Thy will, my Father 1x4 

Le caractere qui m'a toujours le plus frappe 35 

Let us look at Death, dien, through Christ 94 

Lie down, in peace, to take thy rest I 75 

Like a bowed lily lies her fidr young head 205 

Lives there the man who can fnesume to say 70 

Lo 1 all around 3rour vision now is stealing 83 

Look not mournfully into the Past 5 

Lose not sight of Christ in this dark and cloudy day aoo 

Lord, what a change within us one short hour 33 

Lorsque sur cette terre on se sent delaissee 15 

Methinks, if ye would know 203 

Musing, of all my Father's love X05 

My birthday ! what a different sound 68 

My own, my gentle mother . • z6 

Not as all other women are 63 

Not every bud that grows 69 

Not now, my child, a little more rou^ tossing 59 

Now darkness over all is q;>read 146 

Now we cannot help having troubles . . ' 135 
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Tag* 

Qfl an the thoughts of God, that are 137 

Oh I ask not, hope thou not too much vj 

Oh I dearest mother, tell me, ptay 156 

Oh foolish heart, be still I , . . . . z6s 

Oh 1 lonely is thy way across the ocean ia6 

Oh, look not back I lest memories awakei^- , t88 

Oh mother, mother, loose thy prayer I Z3f 

O safe at home, where the dark tempter roams not 157 

Perhaps there is no precept of their Saviotu:, zio 

Pray, pray thou who also weqpest . « . . • 17 

Rest for the little sleeper 1 ^ «a6 

Rest, rest from anxious thought zBi 

Spake full well in language quaint and olden 185 

Sweet are the heavens blue , zox 

Teach me to live I — ^'tis easier far to die Z53 

The common and popular notion is . *. 09 

The day is done, and the darkness , 198 

The Qpd whom CHiristians worship is not , aoi 

The flowers o' the simmer time 3 

The night is daik ; behold, the shade was deeper X9» 

The proudest heart that ever beat 95 

Tke wind that beats the mountain, blows xxz 

The wounded heart is prone to entertain . . , Z93 

There are no evening shades, no setting Sun 54 

There are overwhelming troubles — ^troubles .009 

There is a land where beauty cannot fade 38 

There was one whom I made my stay 98 

There were two ways open to our Lord Z79 

There's not a heath, however rude 57 

These are, perhaps, some of your trials 77 

Think not lightly of thy prayers, for He ZZ7 

This is a hard saying, who can bear it? X64 

Thou who art touched with feeling of our woes 92 

Tliree things ought ever to be kept in view zz6 

They tell us of an Indian tree 77 

Till the day dawn 6 

Timida assorta nel penaer de' nuovi 123 

Tis evening 1 over Salem's towers 43 
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Tb not for us, and our proud hearts xo8' 

Tis still thine hour, oh Death I 49 

To be thought ill of, worse dian we deserve 5 

To-morroY is that lamp upon the marsh, which a traveller never 

reacheth 176 

Truth needs the wisdom of the serpent 33 

Two loving hearts may sever . X03 

Unduuiged within, to see all changed without a6 

Waiting to cross the river 168 

Watch your way, then, as a cautious traveller 56 

Watcher who wakest by the bed of pain 14 

Watchful, prayerful ever be xa2 

We sat within the &rm-house old 72 

WhatsaiththePalttotheef— WeepI 25 

Whenare we happiest? when the light of mom 174 

Whep death is coming near 40 

When shall <l be arrest? my trembling hcsut 1x9 

While over life's wide, darklbg plain 39 

Who spoke of "rest?" &ere is a rest above ! 159 

Why, beloved, need we put on gloom 183 

Withering — ^withering, all are withering I 96 

Without, the dry leaves groan and shiver 136 

Would you be 3roung again? X3 

Yes, let the future smile or mourn 153 

Yet he did leave him ; (% 1 we little know 53 



THE END. 
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